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REMARKS. 5 

It will be vain to endeavour to prevent many ten- 
der-hearted readers, who sigh over the horrors of a 
battle, from wishing, that the prince's challenge to 
Hotspur, had produced the single combat he desired ; 
and, that the victory of the day had been so de- 
cided. 

Such tender, and compassionate persons, should 
not suffer their estimation of honour thus to sink into 
an equality with the cowardly Falstaff's ; but they 
should call to mind — that, though it was, in ancient 
times, considered as a token of valour, for a prince at 
the head of an army, to challenge to single contest 
the chief warrior on the opposite side ; yet, in mo- 
dern days, when a powerful monarch threw his gaunt- 
let down, to save the effusion of blood, this act of 
self-sacrifice was considered as a token of mere mad- 
ness. 
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[.] THE FIRST PART. T$ 

nbrace him with a soldier's arm, 
shall shrink under ray courtesy. 

Enter Eakl of Douglas. 

Arm, gentlemen, to arms ! for I have thrown 
defiance in King Henry's teeth — 
stmoreland, that was engag'd, did bear it; 
annot chuse but bring him quickly on. 
Arm, arm with speed ! — 
emen, the time of life is short; 
i that shortness basely, were too long, 
[d ride upon a dial's point, 
ling at the arrival of an hour. 
e live, we live to tread on kings ; 
irave death, when princes die with usf 

Enter' Rabt» 

My lord, prepare ; the king comes on apace. 

I thank him, that he cuts me from my tale, 

ofess not talking ; only this, — 

I man do his best : and here draw I 

, whose temper I intend to stain 

? best blood that I can meet withal 

dventure of this perilous day. 

,11 the lofty instruments of war, 

that music let us all embrace : 

.ven to earth, some of us never shall 

d time do such a courtesy. 

The Drums, Trumpet Sy SfC. sound, — They em^ 

brace, 
Esperanza! — Percy ! — and set on. 

[Trumpet Sf Drums, Spc. — Exeunt. 
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SCENE v.] THE FIRST PART. 81 

K. Hen. With all my heart. 

P. Hen, Then, brother John of Lancaster, to you 
This honourable bounty shall belong: 
Go to the Douglas, and deliver him 
Up to his pleasure, ransomeless and free : 
His valour, shown upon our crests to-day. 
Has taught us how to cherish such high deeds, 
Even Jn the bosom of our adversaries. 

K, Hen, Then this remains, — that we 'divide our 
power. — 
You, son John, and my cousin Westmoreland^ 
Towards York shall bend you, with your dearest 

speed. 
To meet Northumberland, and the prelate Scroop, 
Who, as we hear, are busily in arms ; 
Myself, — and you, som Harry, — will towards Wales, 
To fight with Glendower, and the £arl of ^arch. 
Rebellion in this land shall lose his sway. 
Meeting the check of such another day : 
And since this business so far fair is done. 
Let us not leave till all our own be won. 

[Floumh of Trumpets and Drums, — Exeunt, 
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This Second Part of Henry the Fourth, like the 
First, has different effects, in producing pleasure or 
distaste, to different auditors* 

Of the number of persons who form an audience, 
few can appreciate the inerit of Shakspeare's plays, so 
as to be greatly moved, where neither love nor murder 
is the subject of the scene. To many spectators, all 
Falstaflf's humour is comprised in his unwi^dy per* 
son ; nor do they cast their imaginationis bi^:k to for- 
mer times, so as to feel and enjoy, as perfectly na- 
tural, those actual occurrences, and true touches of 
nature, with which the plot and dialogue of this 
drama, as well as its foregoing part, abound. 

The classical devotee, on the other hand, admires 
teveiy incident he beholds, everyline he hears, and 
perCeiveji meaning in words, where, perhaps, none was 
intended, — that not an atom of Shakspeare may be 
lost, but every sentence conduce to his amusement. 

To accommodate the first class of auditors and 
readers, this little preface is, of course, written ; that, 
recalling to their memory some historical facts, previ- 
ous to dther reading or seeing the play, may be the 
means of exciting their attention to a dramatic trea- 
sure. 
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KEMARK8. 5 

Bench^when Henry was Prince of Wales. Sir Wil- 
liam was supreme judge of that court, in the reign of 
Henry the Fourth : — '' in which station he acquired 
the character of a learned, an upright, a wise, and 
intrepid inan* But, above all his other virtues, he is 
memorable for his dignified courage, in having com- 
mitted the royal heir apparent to prison, for daring to 
insult him in his office." 

The discarding of his vile companions, by the new- 
ly crowned king, as this act describes, is likewise, 
authenticated by'history — and although such ah inci- 
dent is, perhaps, the best moral which can be drawn 
from any part of the whole play, it is, nevertheless, 
such a one, as does not come with entire welcome to 
the breast of every spectator. 
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KING HENRY IV. 



THE SECOND PART, 



ACT THE FIRST. 



SCENE I. 



A Street in London. 

Enter Sir John Falstapf, and his "Page following 
him, with his Sword and Buckler. 

FaL Sirrah, you giant, what says the doctor to my 
water? 

Page. He said, sir, the water itself was a good 
healthy water : but, for the party that ow'd it, he 
might have more diseases than he knew for. 

Fal. Men of all sorts take a pride to gird at me : 
the brain of this foolish-compounded clay, man, is 
not able to invent any thing that tends to laughter, 
more than 1 invent, or is invented on me : I am not 
only witty in myself, but the cause that wit is in other 
men. I 'do here walk before thee, like a sow that 
hath overwhelmed all her litter but one. If the prince 
put thee into my service for any other reason than to 
set me off, why, then I have no judgtaeivl. '^\\^>3l 



SCENE I.] THE SECOND PART 



thing good.— Go, pluck Him by the elbow ; I must 
speak with him. 

App, Sir John, 

Fed, What, a young knave, and beg ? Is there not 
wars ? Is there not employment } 
j^pp» You mistake me, sir. 

Fal. Why, sir, did I say you were an honest man ? 
setting my knighthood and my soldiership aside, I 
had lied in my throat, if I had said so. — Hence ! 
avaunt ! 

App. Sir, my lord would speak with you. 
Ck» Just. Sir John Falstaff, a word with you. 
Fed. My good lord ! — Heaven give your lordship 
good time of day. I am glad to see your lordship 
abroad : I heard say, your lordship was sick : I hope 
your lordship goes abroad by advice. Your lordship, 
though not clean past your youth, hath yet some 
smack of age in you, some relish of the saltness of 
time ; and 1 most humbly beseech your lordship, to 
have a reverend care of your health. 

Ch. Just. Sir John, I sent for you before your ex- 
pedition to Shrewsbury. 

Fal, An't please your lordship, I hear his inajesty 
is returned with some discomfort from Wales. 

Ch, Just. 1 talk not of his majpsty : — you would 
not come when I sent for you. 

Fal. And I hear moreover, his highness is fallen 
into this same whoreson apoplexy. 

Ch. Just. Well, Heaven mend hinj ! — I pray, let 
me speak with you. 

FaL This apoplexy, as I take it, is a kind of le- 
thargy, an't please your lordship ; a kind of sleeping 
in the blood, a whoreson tingling. 

Ch. Just. What tell you me of it ? be it as it is. 
Fal. It hath its original from much grief ; from 
study, and perturbation of the brain : 1 have read 
the cause of his efects in Galen ; it is a kind of deaf- 
pess, 



SCENfi III-]: "^^^^ SECOND PART. 15 

Cry'st nowj',^* O earth, give us that king again, 
And take thou this !"— O thoughts of men accurs'd ! 
Past, and tf come, seem best; things present, worst. 



„ . "^ ^ SCENE III. 

A Street in London. 

Enter Hostess, Fano, ane/SNABB. 

Host, Master Fang, have you entered the action ? 
Fang, It is entered. — Snare, we must arrest Sir 
John Falstafi. 

Snare. It may chance cost some of us our lives, 
for he will stab. 

Fang. An I but fist him once ; — an a' come but 
within my vice ; — 

Host. I am undone by his going? I warrant you, 
he's an infinite thing upon my score : — Good Master 
Fang, hold him sure i — good Master Snare, let him 
not 'scape. He com.es^%ontinually to Pye Corner, 
(saving your manhoods), to buy a saddle ; and he's 
indited to dinner, to the Lubbar's Head, in Lumbart 
Street, to Master Smooth's, the silkman : I pray ye, 
since my exion is entered, arid my case so openly 
known to the world, let him be brought in to his an- 
swer. A hundred mark is a long loan for a poor lone 
woman to bear; and I have borne, and borne, and 
borne ; and have been fubbed off, and fubbed off, 
from this day to that day, that it is a shame to be 
thought on. There is no honesty in such dealing ; 
unless a woman should be made an ass, and a beast, 
to bear every knave's wrong. — Yonder he comes ; and 
that arrant malmsey- nose knave, BardoV^Yi, vtv^Vvoi. 
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SCENE III.] THE SECOND PA HT. 17 

Ck. Just, For what sum ? 

Hast. It is more than for some, my lord ; it is for 
ally ail I have ; he hath eaten me out of house and 
home; he hath put all my substance into that fat 
belly of his. 

Ch. Just, How comes this, Sir John ? Fie ! what 
man of good temper would endure this tempest of ex- 
clamation ? Are you not ashamed, to enforce a poor 
widow to so rotigh a course, to come by her own ? 

FaL What is the gross sum that I owe thee ? 

Host. Marry, if thou wert an honest man, thyself, 
and the money too. Thou didst swear to me upon a 
parcel-gilt goblet, sitting in my Dolphin chamber, at 
the round table, by a sea-coal fire, on Wednesday, in 
Wbitsun week, when the prince broke thy head for 
liking his father to a singing-man of Windsor ; thou 
didst swear to me then, as I was washing thy wound, 
to marry me, and make me my lady, thy wife. Canst 
thou deny it i Did not goodwife Keech, the butcher's 
wife, come in then, and call me gossip Quickly? com- 
ing in to borrow a mess of vinegar ; telling us, she 
had a good dish of prawns ; whereby thou didst desire 
to eat some ; whereby I told thee, they were ill for a 
green wound: And didst thou not, when she was 
gone down stairs, desire me to be no more so fami- 
liarity with such poor people ; saying that ere long 
they should call me ipadam ? And didst thou not kiss 
me, and bid me fetch thee thirty shillings? 1 put thee 
now to thy book oath ; deny it if thou canst. 

Fal. My lord, this is a poor mad soul ; and she 
says, up and down the town, that her eldest son is 
like you ; she hath been in good case, and, the truth 
is, poverty hath distracted her. But for these foolish 
officers, I beseech you, I may have redress against 
them. 

Ch, Just, Sir John, Sir John, I am well acquainted 
with your manner of wrenching the true cause the 
false way. It is not a. confident brow, uoi \)[i^ ^\o\\% 
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SCENE III.] THE SECOND PART, 19 

be ten pound, if thou canst. Come, if it were not for 
thy humours, there is not a better wench in England, 
G04 wash thy face, and Mraw thy action ; Come, thou 
must not be in this humour with me; dost not 
know me f Come, come, I know thou wast set on to 
Ihis. 

Hast, 'Pray thee. Sir John, let it be but twenty 
nobles ; I am loath to pawn my plate, in good earnest, 
la. 

FaL Let it alone ; V\\ make other shift : you'll be 
a fool still. 

Host. . Well, you shall have it, though I pawn my 
gown. I hope you'll come to supper: You'll pay 
me all together ? 

Jpal. Will I live ? — Go, with her, with her ; hook 
on, hook on. 

Host, Will you have Doll Tearsheet meet you at 
supper ? 

Fal. No more words ; let's have her. 
[Exeunt Hostess, Bardolfh, Fang, Snare, 
wid Paoe. 

Ch, Just. I have heard better news. 

FaL What's the news, my lord? 

Ch. Just, Where lay the king to-night ? 

Gow, At Basingstoke, my lord. 

FaL I hope, my lord, all's well. What's the news, 
my lord ? 

Ch. Just. Come all his forces back ? 

Gow. No ; fifteen hundred foot, fi\e hundred 
horse. 
Are roarch'dup to my Lord of Lancaster, 
Against Northumberland, and the archbishop. 

Fa/. Comes the king back from Wales, my noble 
lord ? 

Ch. Just. You shall have letters of me presently : 
Come, go along with me, good Master Gowcr. 

FaL My lord, — 

Ch. Just. What's the matter ? : . 
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the complexion of my greatness to acknowledge it. 
Doth it not show vilely in me, to desire small beer? . 
: Poins. Why, a prince should not be so loosely stu- 
died, as to remember so weak a composition, 

P. Hen. Belike then, my appetite was not princely 
got ; for, by my troth, I do now remember the poor 
creature, small beer. ^ 

Poins, How ill it follows, after you have laboured 
so hard, you should talk so idly ! Tell me, how many^ 
good yoiing princes would do so, their fathers being so 
sick as yours at this time is? .• 

P. Hen. Shall I tell thee one thing, Poins ? 

Potii^. Yes; and let it be an excellent good thing. 

P. Hen. It shall serve among wits of no highei^ 
breeding than thine. 

Poins. Go to ; I stand the push of your one thing 
that you will tell. 

P. Hen. Marry, I tell thee, — it is not meet that I 
should be sad, now my father is sick ; albeit I could 
tell to thee, — (as to one it pleases me, for fault of a 
better, to call my friend,) I could be sad, and sad in- 
deed too. 

Poins. Very hardly, upon such a subject. 

P. Hen. By this hand, thou think'st me as far in the 
devil's book, as thou, and Falstafi, for obduracy and 
persistency : But, 1 tell thee, — my heart bleeds inward- 
ly, that my father is so sick ; and keeping such vile 
company as thou art, hath in reason taken from me 
all ostentation of sorrow. 

Poins. The reason ? 

P. Hen. What wouldst thou think of me, if I should 
weepf 

Poins. I would think thee a most princely hypocrite. 

P. Hen, It would be every man's thought: every 
man would think me an hypocrite indeed. — Weil, let 
the end try the man, 

Poins. By the mass, here comes Bardolph. 

p. If en. And the boy that I gave Falstalf ; he had 
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i 

ft 

io farewell — Tldne^ by yea and noy (which is a$ much as 
to sayy hs' thou usest him,) Jack Falstaff, with myfami" 
liars; IvhUf with my brothers and sisters; and Sir 
John, wfh all Europe, 

My loi«| ril steep this letter in sack, and make him 
eat it. / 

P. Hen. That's to make him eat twenty of his 
words. But do you use me thus Ned? must I marry 
your sister ? 

Poms. May the wench have no worse fortune! hut 
I never said so. 

P. Hen. Well, thus we play the fools with the time; 
and the spirits of the wise sit in the clouds, and mock 
us. — Is your master here in London? 

Bard. Yea, ray lord. 

P. Hen, Where sups he ? 

Bard. At the old place, my lord; in Eastcheap. 

P. Hen. What company ? Sup any women with 
bim? 

Page, None, my lord, but old mistress Quickly, 
and mistress Doll Tearsheet. 

P, Hen. Shall we steal upon them, Ned, at sup- 
per? 

Poins, I am your shadow, my lord ; I'll follow you, 

P. Hen. Sirrah, you boy, — and Bardolph, — no 
word to your master, that i am yet come to town : 
There's for your silence. . [Gives his Purse. 

Bard, I have no tongue, sir. 

Page. And for mine, sir, — I will govern it. 

P. Hen. Fare ye well ; go. 

[Exeunt Bardolph and Page. 
How might we see Falstaff bestow himself to-night in 
his true colours, and not ourselves be seen ? 

Poins. Put on two leather jerkins, and aprons, and 
wait upon him at his table, as drawers. 

P. Hen. From a prince to a prentice ? a low trans- 
formation! that shall be mine; for, m en^i^ ^X:^^%^ 
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art going to the wars; and whether I shall ever sec- 
thee again, or no, there is nobody cares. 

Enter Page. 

Page. Sir, Ancient PistoFs below, and would speak 
•vith you. 

DoL Hang him, swaggering rascal ! let him not 
come hither : it is the foul-roouth'dst rogue in Eng- 
land. 

Host, If he swagger, let him not come here : no, 
\)y my faith ; I must live amongst my neighbours ; 
ril no swaggerers: I am in good name and fame 
with the very best : — Shut the door ; — there comes no 
swaggerers here: I have not liv'd all this while to 
have swaggering now ; — shut the door, I pray you. 

FaL Dost thou hear, Hostess i 

Host, Pray you, pacify yourself. Sir John ; there 
comes no swaggerers here. 

Fal. Dost thou hear? it is mine ancient. 
Host, Tilly fally. Sir John, ne'er tell me ; your an- 
cient swaggerer comes not in my doors. I was before 
Master Tisick, the deputy, t'other day: and, as he 
said to me, — it was no longer ago than Wednesday 
last, — " Neighbour Quickly, says he," — Master Dumb, 
our minister, was by then; — " Neighbour Quickly," 
says he, '* receive those that are civil ;" for, said he, 
** you are in an ill name ;" — now he said so, I can tell 
whereupon ; for, says he, ** you are an honest woman, 
and well thought on ; therefore take heed what guests 
you receive : receive, says he, no swaggering compa- 
nions." — There comes none here;— you would bless 
you to hear what he said : — no, I'll no swaggerers. 

FaL He's no swaggerer. Hostess ; a tame cheater, he; 
you may stroke him as gently as a puppy-greyhound ; 
he'll not swagger with a Barbary hen, if her feathers 
turn back in any show of resistance. — Call him up^ 
hoy. [Exit Paoe. 

Host, Cheater, call you him \ I vfiW Wt uo\iQ\x^'^\. 

D 



SCENE ih] THE SECOND FART. 27 

vile also. Hold hook and line, say I. Down ? Down, 
(itogs! d(5«vn faitors ! Have we not Hiren here f 

Host. Good Captain, be quiet; it is very late: I 
beseek ybu now, aggravate your choler. 

Pist, These Lc good humours, indeed ! Shall 
pack-horses. 
And hollow-pampered jades of Asia, 
IVhich cannot go but thirty mile a day, 
Compare with Cassars, and with Cannibals, 
And Trojan Greeks? nay, rather damn them with 
King Cerberus ; and let the welkin roar. — 
Shall we fall foul for toys ? 

Host, By my troth, Captain, these are very bitter 
words. — I pray be quiet. 

Pist. feed, and be fat, my fair Calipolis : 
Come, give's some sack. 

— Si for tuna me tormenta, sperato me contenta. — 
Fear we broad^'jides ?' no, let the fiend give fire : 
Give me some sack. 

Fal* Pistol, I would be quiet. 

Pht, Sweet Knight, I kiss thy neif: What! we 
have seen the seven stars. 

' DoL Thrust him down stairs; I cannot endure 
siich a fustian rascal. 

Pisl. Thrust him down stairs ! know we not Gal* 
loway nags ? 

Fal, Quoit him down, Bardolph, like a shove-groat 
shilling : nay^ if he do nothing but speak nothing, he 
shall be nothing here. 

Bard. Come, get you down stairs. 

Pist. What ! shall we have incision ? shall we im- 
brew ? — Then death 

Rock m^ asleep, abridge my doleful days ! 
Why then, let grievous, ghastly, gaping wounds 
Untwine the sisters three! Come, Atropos, I say ! 

[Drawing his Sword, 

FaL Give me my rapier, boy. 

Vol. 1 pray thee, Jack, I pray Ihee, Ao tvoX ^tv« 
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* P. Hen, Would not this nave of a wheel have his 
cars cut off? 

Poins, Let's beat him before his wench. 

P. Hen. Look, if the withered elder hath not his 
poll clawed like a parrot. 

Pa/. Thou dost give me flattering busses. 

Dal, Nay, truly; I kiss thee with a most constant 
keart. 
' FaL I am old, I am old. 

DoL I love thee belter than I love e'er a scurvy 
young boy of them all. 

Pa/. What stuff wilt have a kirtle of ? I shall re* 
ceive money on Thursday : thou shalt have a cap to- 
morrow. — ^Thou'lt forget me, when I am gone. 

DoL By my troth, thoutt set me a weeping, an 
tbou say'st so : prove that ever I dress myself hand- 
jK>me till thy return, — Well, hearken the end. 

Fed, Some sack, Francis. 

P. Heo, Poins • Anon, anon, sir. 

Pa/. Ha ! a bastard son of the king's f — and art not 
thou Poins, his brother f . 

P. Hen, Why, thou globe of sinful continents, what 
a life dost thou lead? 

FaL A better than thou ; I am a gentleman, thou 
art a drawer, 

P. Hen, Very true, sir; and I come to draw you 
out by the ears. [They throw of their Disguises^ 

Host. O, the Lord preserve thy good grace ! wel- 
come to London. — Now Heaven bless that sweet face 
of thine! what, are you come from Wales ! 

FaL Thou whoreson mad compound of majesty, — 
by this light flesh and corrupt blood, thou art wel- 
come. [Leaning his hand upon DolL 

DoL How you fat fool, I scorn you ! 

Poins, My lord, he will drive you out of your re- 
venge, and turn all to a merriment, if you take not 
the heat. 

P. Hen. You whoreson candle-mme, '^oxi^ Vw? 
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I met, and overcook, a dozen captains, 
Bare-headed, sweating, knocking at the taverns, 
And asking every one for Sir John Falstaff. 

P. Hen, By Heaven, Poins, I feel me much to 
blame, 
So idly to profane the precious time ; 
When tempest of commotion, like the south 
Borne with black vapoyr, doth begin to melt^ 
And drop upon our bare unarmed heads. 
Give me my sword, and cloak : — Falstaff, good night, 
[Exeunt the Prince, Poins, and Gowek. 

Fal. Now comes in the sweetest morsel of the night, 
and we must hence, and leave it unpicked. 

[More knocking at the door without. 
More knocking at the door ? — How now ? what's the 
matter ? 

Enter Bardolfh. 

Bard. You must away to court, sir, presently ; a 
dozen captains stay at door for you. 

[Exit Bardolph. 

Fal, Farewell, Hostess ; — farewell, Doll, — You see, 
my good wenches, how men of merit are sought after : 
the undeserver may sleep, when the man of action is 
called on. Farewell, good wenches :— If I be not 
sent away post, I will see you again ere I go. 

Dol, I cannot speak : — If my heart be not ready to 
burst, — Well, sweet Jack, have a care of thyself 

FaU Farewell, farewell. [Exit Falstaff 

Bard, [Within,] Mistress Tearsheet, 

Host, What's the matter ? 
. Bard, Bid Mistress Tearsheet come to my master* 

Host, O run, Doll, run; run, good Doll. 

[Exeunt ^ 
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you must have but four here, sir; — and so, I pray 
you, go in with me to dinner. [I'^^y rise, 

Fal. Come, I will go drink with you, but I cannot 
tarry dinner. I am glad to see you, in good troth, 
Master Shallow. 

Skid. Oh, Sir John, do you remember since we lay 
all night in the windmill, in St. George's Fields? 

Fid. No more of that, good Master Shallow, no 
more of that. 

Shal. Ha, it was a merry night. And is Jane 
Nightwork alive I 

Fal. She lives. Master Shallow. 

Shal. She could never away with me. 

FaL Never, never: she would always say, she 
could not abide Master Shallow. 

Skal. By the mass, I could anger her to the heart. 
She was then a bona<roba. Doth she hold her own 
well? 

Fal. Old, old, Master Shallow. 

Shal. Nay, she must be old : she cannot chuse but 
be old ; certain, she's old ; and had Robin Night- 
work by old Nightwork, before i came to Clement's 
Inn. 

SU. That's fifty-five years ago. 

Skal» Ha, cousia Silence, that thou hadst seen that 
that this knight and I have seen] — Ha, Sir John, said 
I well? 

Fal. We have heard the chimes at midnight. Mas- 
ter Shallow. 

Shal. That we have, that we have, that we have ; 
in faith. Sir John, we have ; our watch-word was^ 
** Hem, boys T — Come, let's to dinner ; come, let's to 
dinner : — O, the days that we have seen ! — ^Come, 
come. 

[Exeunt Shallow, Falstaff, Silence, and 
Page. 

Btdl. Good Master Corporate Bardol^h, stand ca>j 
friend; and here is four Harry ieus\u\\\vv^ vci^i^xvO^ 
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T^iL Will you tell me, Master Shallowi how to 
clmse a nipii \ Care I for the limb, the thewes, the 
stature, bulk, and big assemblance of a man ? Give 
me the spirit, Master Shallow. — Here's Wart ; — you 
see what a ragged appearance it is : he shall charge 
you, and discharge you, with the motion of a pew- 
terer's hammer; come o^ and on, swifter than h£ 
that gibbets on the brew-er's bucket. And this same 
half-faced fellow. Shadow, — give me this man ; he 
presents no mark to the enemy ; the foe-man may 
with as great aim level at the edge of a penknife : 
And, for a retreat, — how swiftly will this Feeble, the 
tailor, run off! Oh, give me the spare naen, and spare 
me the great ones. — Put me a caliver into Fceble's 
hand, Bardolph. 

Bard, Hold, Feeble, traverse ; thus, thus, thus. 

Ted. Come, manage me your caliver. So : — very 
well : — go to:-«i-very good : — exceeding good. — Oh, 
give me always a little, lean, old, chopped, bald shot ! 
' — Well «aid. Feeble. 

Shal, He is not his craftVmaster, be doth not do it 
right. I remember, at Mile-end Gteen, when I lay at 
Clement's Inn, (I was then Sir Dagonet, in Arthur's 
show,) there was a little quiver fellow, and 'a would 
manage you his piece thus : and 'a would about, and 
about, and come you in, and come you in : rah, tab, 
tab, would 'a say ; bounce, would 'a say ; and away 
again would 'a go, and again would 'a come ; — I shall 
never see such a fellow. 

Fah These fellows will do well. Master Shallow. — 
Heaven keep you. Master Silence ; I will not use 
many words with you: — Fare you well, gentlemen 
both : I thank you : I must a dozen mile to-night.-r- 
Bardolpb, give the soldiers coats. 

Shah Sir John, Heaven bless you, and prosper your 
afilEtirs, and send us peace ! As you return, visit my 
house ; let our old acquaintance be reuew^d*. ^^\%A.* 
i/fOktme, I will with you to the couit, 

s 9 
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SCBXS IT, 



A Forest in Yorkshire. 



A March — then a Patley. 

Enter the Archbishop of York, Mowbray^ 
Hastings, and other Gentlemen, meetvi^ 
Westmoreland, Gower, and other Gentlb- 

West. Health and fair greeting from our general, 
The Prince, Lord John of Lancaster. 

Archh. Say on, my Lord of Westmoreland, in 
peace; 
What doth concern your coming ? 

West, Then, my lord. 
Unto your grace do I in chief address 
The substance of my speech. If that rebellion 
Came like itself, in base and abject routs, 
Led on by bloody youth, guarded with rage, 
And countenanced by boys, and beggary ; 
I say, if damn'd commotion so appear'd, 
In his true, native, and most proper shape, 
You, reverend father, and these noble lords. 
Had not been here, to dress the ugly form 
Of base and bloody insurrection 
With your fair honours. You, Lord Archbishop, — 
Whose see is by a civil peace maintained ; 
Whose learning and good letters peace hath tutor'd ; 
Wherefore do you so ill translate yourself 
Out of the speech of peace, that bears such grace, 
Into the harsh and boist'rous tougae oi vi^x\ 

£3 
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I muse, you make so slight a question. 

^rchb. Then take, my Lord of Westmoreland, this 
schedule; 
For this contains our general grievances : — - 
Each several article herein redr^ss'd; 
All members of our cause, both here and hence, 
That are insinew'd to this action, 
Acquitted by a true substantial form; 
And present execution of our wills 
To us, and to our purposes, consigned ; 
We come within our awful banks again, 
And knit our powers to the arm of peace. 

West. This will 1 show the general. Please you, 
lords, 
In sight of both our battles we may meet : 
And either end in peace, — which Heaven so frame ! — 
Or to the place of difference call the swords, 
Which must decide it. 

Archb. My lord, we will do so. 

[Trumpets sound.-^'''^ Exeunt Westmoreland, 
GowER, and other Gentlemen. 
Mowh, There is a thing within my bosom, tells me, 
That no conditions of our peace can stand. 

Hast, Fear you not that: if we can make our 
peace 
Upon such large terms, and so absolute, 
As our conditions shall consist upon, 
Our peace shall stand as firm as rocky mountains. 

Mowb. Ay, but our valuation shall be such. 
That every slight and false-derived cause, 
Yea, every idle, nice, and wanton reason. 
Shall to the king, taste of this action : 
That were our royal faiths martyrs in love. 
We shall be winnow'd with so rough a wind. 
That even our corn shall seem as light as chaff, 
And good from bad find no partition. 

Archb. No, no, my lord ; Note this, — the king is 
weary 
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SCENE III. 



Another Part of the Forest m 
Trumpets sound a Farley. 

Enter on one Side, the Archbishop, Mowbrat, 
Hastings, and Other Gentlemen i-^from the 

 (ither Side, Prince John of Lancaster^ West- 
moreland, GowER, Gentlei^en, and Guards. 

P. John. You are well encounter^ here, my cou- 
sin Mowbray: — 
Good day to you, gentle Lord Archbishop; 
And so to you. Lord Hastings, — and to all. — 
My Lord of York, it better show'd with you, 
When that your flock, assembled by the bell. 
Encircled you to hear with reverence 
Your exposition on the holy text ; 
Than now to see you here, an iron man. 
Cheering a rout of rebels with )our drum, 
Turning the word to sword, and life to death. 

Archb. My Lord of Lancaster, I sent your grace 
The parcels aiid particulars of our grief; 
The which hath been with scorn shov'd from the 

court; 
Whereon this Hydra son of war is born : 
Whose dangerous eyes may well be charm'd asleep. 
With grant of our most just and right desires. 

Mowb. If not, we ready are to try our fortunes 
To the last man. 

West. Pleaseth your grace, to answer them di- 
rectly, I I 
How far forth you do like their acucks \ 
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Archb. Go, good Lord Hastings, 
And, ere they be dismissed, let them march by. 

[Exit Hastings. 

£»/er Westmoreland. 

P. John* Now, cousin, wherefore stands our army 

still? 
West, The leaders, having charge from you to 

stand, 
Will not go off until they hear you speak. 
P. John, They know their duties. 

Enter Hastings. 

i 

Hast, My lord, our army is dispersed already: 
Like youthful steers unyok'd> they take their courses 
£ast^ west^ norths south ; or, like a school broke up, 
Each hurries towards his home, and sporting place. 
West. Good tidings, my Lord Hastings ; for the 
which 
I do arrest thee, traitor, of high treason : — 
And you, Lord Archbishop, — and you, Lord Mow» 

bray,— 
Of capital treason t attach you both. 

\The Guards surround, and disarm thimi 
Mowb, Is this proceeding just and honourable ? 
Archb, Will you thus break your faith } 
P. John, I pawn'd thee none ; 
I promised you redress of these same grievances, 
Whereof you did complain ; which, by mine honour, 
I will perform with a most christian care. . 
But, for you, rebels, — look to taste the due 
Meet for rebellion, and such acts as yours. 
Some guard these traitors to the block of death ; 
Treason's true bed, and yielder up of breath. 

[Flourish of Trumpets and Drums, — Exeunt the 
Archbishop, Mowbray, and Hastings, 
gimrded by GoviEKf Gentlemen^ and S^\i» 

DIERSm 
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K, Hen, Why art thou not at Windsor with hira, 
Thomas ? 

P. Thorn. He is not there to day; he dines in Lon- 
don. 

K, Hen, And how accompanied ? 

P. Thorn. With Poins, and other his continual fol- 
lowers. 

K. Hen. Most subject is the fattest soil to weeds j; 
And he, the noble image of my youth, 
Is overspread with them : Therefore my grief 
Stretches itself beyond the hour of death ; 
The blood weeps from ray heart, when I do shape, 
In forms imaginary, the unguided days, 
And rotten times, that you shall look upon 
When I am sleeping with my ancestors. 

Ch. Jtuit. My gracious lord, you look beyond him 
quite : — 
The prince but studies his companions, 
like a. strange tongue : wherein, to gain the language, 
'Tis needful, that the most immodest word 
Be looked upon and learn'd ; which once attained. 
Comes to no further use, 

But to. be known, and hated. So, like gross terms, 
The prince will, in the perfectness of time. 
Cast off his followers : and their memory 
Shall as a pattern or a measure live. 
By which his grace must mete the lives of others; 
Turning past evils to advantages. 

jEl. Hen. Tis seldom, when the bee doth leave heik 
comb 
In the dead carrion* — 

Enter Earl of Westmoreland, 'with Letters. 

Who's here? — Westmoreland ? 

West. Health to my sovereign ! and new happiness 
Added to that which 1 am to deliver ! 
Prince John, your son, doth kiss your grace'% l\wA\ 
Movmhray, the bishop Scroop, Haslm^, ^Ji^ ^> 

r3 
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EnUr Henry Prince op Wales. 

P. Hen. Who 'saw my brother Clarence? 

P. Thorn. I am here, brother. 

P. Hen. How doth the king ? 

P. Humph. Exceeding ill. 

P. Hen. Heard he the good news yet ? 
Tell it him. 

P. Humph, He aller'd much upon the hearing it. 

ff^est. Not so much noise, ray lords : — sweet prince, 
speak low; 
The king your father is disp6s'd to sleep. 

P. Thorn. Let us withdraw into the other room. 

IVest. Wiil't please your grace to go along with us ? 

P. Hen. No; I will sit and watch here by the 
king. — [Exeunt aU but the Prince, 

Why doth the crown lie there lipon his pillow, 
Being so troublesome a bedfellow ? 
O polish'd perturbation ; golden care ! 
That keep'st the ports of slumber open wide 
To many a watchful night! — sleep with it now! 
Yet not so sound, and half so deeply sweet, 
As he, whose brow, with homely biggin bound, 
Snores out the watch of night. O majesty ! 
When thou dost pinch thy bearer, thou dost sit 
Like a rich armour worn in heat of day, 
That scalds with safety. — By his gates of breath 
There lies a downy feathery which stirs not : 
I)id he suspire, that light and weightless down 
Perforce must move. — My gracious lord! my fa- 
ther ! — 
This sleep is sound, indeed ; this is a sleep, 
That from this golden rigol hath divorc'd 
So many English kings. Thy due, from me. 
Is tears, and heavy sorrows of the blood, 
Which nature, love, and filial tenderness. 
Shall, O dear father, pay thee plenteousl^ •. 
Hd^ due, from thee, is this impeiiaV ctoiiii*. 
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And helps to end me. — See, sons, what things you 

are ! 
For this the foolish over-careful fathers 
Have broke their sleeps with thought, their braini 

with car6, 
Their bones with industry ; 
For this they have engrossed and pil'd up 
The cankerM heaps of strange-achieved gold : 
For this they have been thoughtful to invest 
Their sons with arts, and martial exercises ; 
When, like the bee, tolling from every flower 
The virtuous sweets. 
Our thighs with wax, our mouths with honey, 

pack'd, 
We bring it to the hive ; and, like the bees, 
Are murder'd for our pains. 

Enter Earl ojp Westmorelanp. 

Now where is he that will tiot stay so long 
Till his friend sickness hath determined me ? 

We^. My lord, I found th6 prince in the next 
room, 
Washing with kindly tears his gentle cheeks ; 
With such a deep demeanour in great sorrow. 
That tyranny, which never quafF'd but blood. 
Would, by beholding him, have washed his knifef 
With gentle eye-dropj. 

Enter Hekry Prince of Wales. 

He is coming hither. 

K, Hen, But wherefore did he take away the 
crown ? — 
Lo, where he comes.-^Come hither to me, Harry: 
Depart the chamber, leave tis here alone, 

[Exeunt all but the King and the Prince. 
P. Hen, I never thought to hear you speak again. 
K. Hen. Thy wish was father, H%x\>j, X^ ^^ 
tboagbU 
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The course of it so far* There is ydur crown ; 
And He, that wears the crown immortally, 
Long guard it yours ! 

Heaven witness with me, when I here came in. 
And found no course of breath within your majesty, 
How cold it struck my heart I if I do feign, 
Oh, let me in my present wildness die ; 
And never live to show the incredulous world 
The noble change that I have purposed ! 
Coming to look on you^ thinking you dead, 
(And dead almost, my liege, to think you were,) 
I spake unto this crown, as having sense. 
And thus upbraided it. " The care on thee depend- 
ing. 
Hath fed upon the body of my father. 
And eat thy bearer up." Thus, my most royal liege. 
Accusing it, I put it on my head ; 
To try with it, — as with an enemy. 
That had before my face murder'd my father,— 
The quarrel of a true inheritor : 
But, if it did infect my blood with joy. 
Or swell my thoughts to any strain of pride, — 
If any rebel or vain spirit of mine 
Did, with the least affection of a welcome, 
Give entertainment to the might of it, — 
Let Heaven for ever keep it from my head ! 
And make me as the poorest vassal is, 
That doth with awe and terror kneel to it ! 

X, H^. O my son, 
Heaven put it in thy mind, to take it hence. 
That thou might'st win the more thy father^s love, 
Pleading so wisely in excuse of it. — 
Come hither, Harry, sit thou by my bed ; 
And hear^ I think, the very latest counsel 
That ever 1 shall breathe. — 

[The Prince sits by the Kinjjr^ 
Heaven knows my son, 
By what bj^paths, and indirect crotACd Yt^^^y 
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From this bare, withei^d trunk : upon thy sight, 
My worldly business makes a period.- 
Where is my Lord of Westmoreland ? 

P. Hen. My Lord of Westmoreland, — 

K, Hen, Doth any name particular belong 
Unto the lodging where I first did swoon? 

Wesi, Tis call'd Jerusalem, my noble lord. 

K, Hen. Laud be to Heaven !— even there my lift 
must end. 
It hath been prophesy'd to me many years, 
I should not die but in Jerusalem ; 
Which vainly I 8uppos*d, the^ Holy Land — 
But, bear me to that chamber; there Til lie; 
In that Jerusalem shall Harry die. 

[Mutk tathmt.'^Exeunt* 



ACT THE FH^H. 



SCENE !• 



The Orchard at Shallow's Seat^ in Gloittrshire. 

Enter Shallow, Falstaff, Bardolfh, andV age. 

Shd, By cock and pye, sir, you shall not away to- 
liight. What, Davy, I say! 

FaL You must excuse me, Master Robert Shal- 
low. 

ShaL I will not excuse you ; you shall not be ex- 
cused; excuses shall not be adia\\X^^\ >^^\^\^\i^ 
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SkaL Go to ; I say, he shall have no wrong. Look 
mbouty Davy. [Exit Dayy.] Where are you, Sir 
John? Come, off with your boots. — Give me your 
hand, Master Bardolph. 

Bard. I am glad to see your worship. 

Skal.l thank thee with all my heart, kind Master 
Bardolph: — and welcome, my tall fellow. [To the 
Page.] — Come, Sir John. 

Fal. I'll follow you, good Master Robert Shallow. 
Bardolph, lopk to our horses. [Exeunt Shallow, 
Bardolph, and Page.] If I were sawed into quan* 
titles, I should make four dozen of such bearded her* 
mit^s staves as Master Shallow. It is a wonderful 
thing, to see the semblable coherence of hi« men's spi- 
rits and his : They, by observing him, do bear them- 
selves like foolish justices; he, by conversing with 
them, is turned into a justice-like serving-man : their 
spirits are so married in conjunction with the partici- 
pation of society, that they flock together in consent, 
like so many wild-geese. It is certain, that either 
wise bearing, or ignorant carriage, is caught, as mei> 
take diseases, one of another: therefore, let men take 
heed of their company. I will devise matter enough 
out of this Shallow, to keep Prince Harry in conti- 
nual laughter. Oh, it is much that a lie, with a slight 
oath, and a jest with a sad brow, will do with a fel- 
low that never had the ache in his shoulders ! Oh, you 
shall see him laugh, till his face be like a wet cloak, 
ill laid up. 
Shed, [Within^ Sir John! 

TaL I come. Master Shallow ; I come, Master 
Shallow. 

Enter Four Servants, with TMes, Cups^ Wine, Ahy 
SfC, Shallow, Silence, Bardolph, Page, and 
Davy. 

Shal, Nay, Sir John, an you will »ta^ \tv tsi^ «v- 

P2 



80#K B I.] THf SECOND^PART. 6^ 

FuL I did not think, Master Science had been a 
inan of this mettle. 

Sil, Who I? I have .been merry twice and opce, 
tere now. . 

Enter Davy^ iiMh a Dkh of Apples, 

Davy. There is a dish of leather-coats for you. 

[Setting them before Barooi.ph« . 
Shal. Davy, — 

Davy. Your worship ?— I'll be with, you straight. — 
A cup of wine, sir ? 

Sil, [Singing.] A cup qfvnnet that^s brisk andjaie^ 
And drink unto the lemon mine ;— * 
And a merry heart lives lorfg-a. . 

Fal. Well said, Master Silence. 
Sil, An we shall be merry, now comes in the sweet 
of the night. 
Fal, Health and long life to you, Master Silence ! 

Sil, [Singing.] Fill the cup^ and let it. come; . 
I'll pledge you a mile to the bottom. 

Shal, Honest Bardolph, welcome : Welcome, my 
little tiny thief: [To the Page.] and welcome, in- 
deed, too. — rU drink to Master Bardolph, and to all 
the cavaleros about London. 

Davy. I hope to see London once ere 1 die. 

Bard. An I might see you there, Davy, — 

Shal. You'll crack a quart together. Ha! will you 
not, Master Bardolph ? 

Bard. Yes, sir, in a pottle pot. 

Shal, I thank thee : — The knave will stick by thee, 
I can assure thee that : he will not out ; he is true 
bred. 

Bard, And I'll stick by him, sir. 

Shal, Why, there spoke a king. Lack ivo\3\\Ji%\ 
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Fal, O, base Assyrian knjght, what is thy news ? 
Let King Cophetua know the truth thereof. 

SiL [Singing.] And Robin Hood, Scarlet ^ and 
Johny"^ 

Fist. Shall dunghill curs confront the Helicons I 
And shall good news be baffled ? 
Then, Pistol, lay thy head in Furies' lap. 

Shal. Honest gentleman, I know not your breed- 
ing. 

Pist. Why, then, lament therefore. 

Shal. Give me pardon, sir, — If, sir, you come with 
news from the court, I take it, there is but two ways ; 
either to utter them, or to conceal them. I am, sir, 
under the king, in some authority. 

Fist. Under which king, Bezonian ? speak, or die. 

Shal. Under King Harry. 

Fist. Harry the Fourth ? or Fifth ? 

Shal. Harry the Fourth. 

Fist, Fourth in thy teeth ! — 
Sir John, thy tender lambkin now is king ; 
Harry the Fifth's the man. I speak the truth : 
When Pistol lies, do this ; and fig me, like 
The bragging Spaniard. 

Fat. What ! is the old king dead ? 

Fist, As nail in door : the things I speak are just. 

Fal. Away, Bardolph ; saddle my horse.^ — Master 
Robert Shallow, chuse what office thou wilt in the 
land, 'tis thine, — Pistol, I will double-charge thee 
with dignities. 

Bard. O, joyful day ! — I would not take a knight- 
hood for my fortune. 

Fist. What ? I do bring good news ? 

Fal. Cany Master Silence to bed. [Davy and the 
Servants remove the Tables, SfC. and carry Silenck 
away.] Master Shallow, my Lord Shallow, be what 
thou wilt, I am fortune's steward. Get on xjci^ Xi^oXv, 
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Enter Prince John^ Prince Humphrey, and 

Prince Thomas. 

P. Jokn. Good morrow, cousin Westmoreland- 
P. Humph. Oh, good my lord, yoa have lost a 

friend, indeed. 
P. John, Though no man be assurM what grace to 
find, 
You stand in coldest expectation : 
I am the sorrier : 'would, 'twere otherwise. 

P. Thorn. Well, you must now speak Sir John Fal« 
staff fair ; 
Which swims against your stream of quality. 

Ch, Just, Sweet princes, what I did, I did in ho- 
nour. 
Led by the impartial conduct of my soul; 
And never shall you see, that I will beg 
A ragged and forestalled remission : — 
If truth and upright innocency fail me, 
I'll to (he king, my master, that is dead, 
And tell him who hath sent me after him. 
JVest. Here comes the king. 

[Exit the Lord Chief Justicf, 

Enter King Henry the Fifth. 

P. John, Good morrow ; and Heaven save your 
majesty ! 

K, Hen, This new and gorgeous garment, majesty. 
Sits not so easy on me as you think. 
Brothers, you mix your sadness with some fear; 
This is the English, not the Turkish court ; 
Not Amurath an Amu rath succeeds. 
But Harry, Harry : — Yet be sad, good brothers. 
For, to speak truth, it very well becomes you ; 
Sorrow so royally in you appears. 
That I will deeply put the fashion on. 
And wear it in my heart. Why then, be sad : 
But entertain no mora of it, gf>od V^to\!QL^x%> 
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K. Hen, Still all look strangely on me ;— -and you 
most; [To the Chief Justice. 

You are, I think, assured I love you not. 

Ch. Just, I am assur'd, if I be measured rightly, 
Your majesty hath no just cause to hate me. 

K. Hen. No f 
How might a prince of my great hopes forget 
It tk> great indignities you laid upon me ? 

What! rate, rebuke, and roughly send to prison, 
THe immediate heir of England ! Was this easy ? 
May this be wash'd in Lethe, and forgotten f 

Ch, Just. I then did use the person of your fa- 
ther; 
The image of his power lay then in me : 
And, in the administration of his law, 
Whiles I was busy for the commonw^tb, 
Your higliness pleased to forget my place. 
The majesty and power of law and justice^ 
The image of the king whom I presented, 
And struck me in my very seat of judgment ; 
Whereon, as an offender to your father, 
I gave bold way to my authority, 
And did commit you. 

Question your royal thoughts, make the case yours ; 
Be now the father, and propose a son : 
Hear your own dignity so much profan'd, 
See your most dreadful laws so loosely slighted, 
Behold yourself so by a son disdain'd ; 
And then imagine me taking your part. 
And, in your power, so silencing your son : — 
After this cold considerance, sentence me ; 
And, as you are a king, speak in your state, — 
What I have dune, that misbecame my place, 
My person, or my liege's sovereignty. 

K. Hen. You are right, Justice, and you weigh this 
well; 
Therefore still bear the balance, and lVi« «^ot^\ 
And I do wish your honours may luct^fiAe^ 

H 
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The Jew and th^ Doctor, a Family Quarrels, as fid 
Farce, is fid 

By Mas. INCHBALD, 

Lovers' Vows, a Play, as fid Wives as they were, 3s fid 
Every one has his Fault, a Co- Such Things are, as fid 

medy, as fid Child of Nature, as 

To Marry or not to Marry, 9 Wedding Day, a Comedy, in 

Comedy, as fid two Acts, is fid 

Revised by J. P. KEMBLE, Esq. 
.$hakspeare's Othello, Moor of Shakspeare's King John, ditto, 

Venice, now first printed as as 

it is acted at the Theatre Shalcspeare*s Henry VIII. do. 

Royal, Covent Garden, 8vo. as 

as fid 

By THOMAS MORTON, Esq. 
Speed the Plough, as fid Secrets worth Knowing, a Co« 

2k)rinski, a Play, as Od medy, as fid 

The Way to get Married, as fid The School of Reform ; or 
A Cure for the Heart Ache, a How to Rule a Husband, ^ 

Comedy, as fid Comedy, as fid 

By JOHN O'KEEFFE, Esq. 
Lie of the Day, a Comedy, as The Positive Man, is fid 
Highland Reel, is fid The Poor Soldier, is fid 

The Farmer, an Opera, is Od Wild Oats, a Comedy, as fid 
Modern Antiques, a Farce, The Castle of Andalusvai) «.^ 

is fid Opera, as Gd 

Love in a Camp; or, Patrick Sprigs of LauteV, \» ftd 
//z Prussia, 18 Od Priaonci at Iat^c* \% ^^ 
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Novels, plays, and songs, are named by the well* 
known commentators on Shakspeate, as the origin of 
the fable and incidents of this ^lay, But the '' Bioi- 
grapbia Dramatica'' furnishes thd following ex^ 
tract : 

*^ The story is built on a real fact, which happeli* 
ed in some part of Italy,--^with this diffsrepee in« 
deed, that the intended cruelty was reAlly on th^ sida 
of the christian, the jew being the unhappy delinquent^ 
t^ho fell beneath his rigid and barbarous resentment. 
Popular prejudice, however, vindicatet d^T author ill 
the alteration he has made ; and the delightful man- 
ner in which he has availed himself of the genera) 
character of the jews, the very quintessence of whicli 
lie ha& enriched his Shy lock with, mi^kes inote than 
amends for his deviating from a matter of fact, whicli 
he was by no means obliged to adhere to." 

From whatever ground Shakspei^re took his ma|e« 
rials for this drama, he has most dexterously 8ort»4 
and cemented them to form one excellent whole. 

Probability is, indeec), Continually violated in ^^ The 
Merchant of Venice ;" but so it should ever be il| 
plays, or not at all-^one improbable incident only, 
among a train of natural occurrences^ revolts an au*^ 
dience \ but where all is alike extravagant, pompan* 
son is prevented! and cxtrarafaii^ b^aoa^as (in 
voilian 
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tificial, they were so much like those of aiiafiectecl 
man, that his mind seemed human too ; and all aM 
interesting prodigy was done away. 

Dramatic authors of forn^er tiroes have generally 
encoqraged the disobedience and treachery of chil* 
dren to their parents. Shakspeare, in hi^ ^' l^ear,'* 
has most honoiirably supported i^ father's cause, and 
therefore ought not to receive indiscriminate reproach 
along with his conteinporary poets, or imgiediate sue? 
cessors ; yet of his gentle Jessipa may be s£^id — she 
proved in her disposition a strong resen^blance to thd 
wicked Shy lock, or, though she had 468^1^^<1» sh* 
never would have robbed him, 

• « 

The " Jew of Venice," by Lord Landsdown, is ai^ 
alteration of this play, and was acted in 1701. Th< 
noble author made some emendations in the work, 
but having made the Jew a comic character, as such 
he caused more laughter than detestation, which 
wholly destroyed the moral designed by the original 
author. 

One of the pleasantries in tl^e " Jew of Veni^ is, 
where, at a feast, Shylock being placed at a separate 
table, in consequence of his separate faith, drinks t«i 
his money, as his only friend. 

Dr. Jc^nson has said, of Shakspeare's '^ Merchant 
of Venice :"-^ 

'' The style is even and easy, with few peculiari- 
ties of diction, or anomalies of construction. Th« 
comic part raises laughter, and the senous fixes ex- 
pectation. The probability of either the one or the 
other story cannot be maintained^ T4e. UQ\<Qnci ^1 X:«^ 
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THE 



MERCHANT OF VENICE. 



ACT THE FIRST. 



SCENE I. 

A Street in Venice. 

Enter Salarino, Antonio, and Salanio. 

Ant, In sooth, I know not why I am so sad ; 
It wearies me ; you say, it wearies you : 
But how I caught it, found it, or came by it, 
What stuff 'tis made of, whereof it is born, 
I am to learn ; 

And such a want-wit sadness makes of me, 
That I have much ado to know myself. 

Sal, Your mind is tossing on the ocean ; 
There, where your argosies with portly fail, 
JJke signiors and rich burghers of the flood. 
Do over-peer the petty traffickers. 
That curt'sy to them, do them rev'rence. 
As they fly by them with their woven wings. 

Sola. Believe me, sir, had I such venture forth 
The better part of my afiections would 
Be with my hopes abroad. I should be «t^ 



v^^ 



^ 
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Gratiano, and Lorenzo : Fare you well ; 
We leave you now with better company. 

Sala. I would have staid till I had made you m^rry, 
If worthier friends had not prevented me. 

Ant. Your worth is very dear in my regard. 
I take it, your own business calls on you. 
And you embrace the occasion to depart. 

Enter Bassanio, Gratiano, and Lorenzo. 

Sala. Good morrow, my good lords, 

Bass. Good signiors both, when shall we laugh? 
say, when? [To Sala. and Sol. 

You grow exceeding strange ; must it be so ? 

Sal. We'll make our leisures to attend on yours. 

[Exeunt Sol. and Sala. 

Lor. My Lord Bassanio, since you have found 
Antonio, 
We two will leave you : but, at dinner time, 
I pray you, have in mind where we must meet. . 

Bass. 1 will not fail you. 

Gra. You look not well, Signior Antonio ; 
You have too much respect upon the world: 
They lose it, that do buy^it with much care^^ 
Believe me, you are marvellously chaiig'37' "" 

Ant. I hold the world but as the world, Grat 
A stage, where evtry man must play a part, 
And mine a sad one. i — -"-^^^ *-. "^ 

Gra. Let me play the fool : j '\ 

With mirth and laughter let old wrinkles come ; 
And let my liver rather heat with wine. 
Than my heart cool with mortifying groans. 
Why should a man, whose blood is warm within, 
Sit like his grandsire cut in alabaster ? 
Sleep when he wakes ? and creep into the jaundice 
By being peevish ? I tell thee what, Antonio, — 
I love thee, and it is my love that speaks; — 
There are a sort of men, whose visages 
Do cream and mantle, like a &taud\Ti%^QTi^\ 
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in the mean ; superfluity comes sooner by white hairs, 
but competency lives longer. 

Por. Good sentences^ and well protiobnced. ' 

Ner, They would be better, if well followed. 

Por, If to do were as easy as to know what were 
good to do, chapels had been churches, and poor men*s 
cottages princes' palaces. It is a good divine, that 
follows his own instructions : I can easier teach twenty 
what were good to be done, than be one of the twenty 
to follow mine own teaching. But this reasoning is not 
in the fashion to chuse me a husband : — O mc, the 
word chuse ! I may neither chuse whoqa I would, nor 
refuse whom I dislike ; so is the will of a living daugh- 
ter curbed by the will of a dead father : — Is it not 
hard, Nerissa, that I cannot chuse one^ nor refuse 
none ? 

Ner, Your father was ever virtuous; and holy 
men, at their death, have good inspirations ; there* 
fofe, the lottery, that he hath devised in these three 
chests, of gold, silver, and lead, (whereof who chuses 
his meaning, chuses you,) will, no doubt, never be 
chosen by any rightly, but one who you shall rightly 
love. But what warmth is there in your affection to- 
wards any of these princely suitors that are already 
come? 

Por. I pray thee, over-name them; and as thou 
nam'st them, I will describe them ; and, according to 
my description, level at my affection. 

Ner. First, there is the Neapolitan prince. 

Por. Ay, that's a colt, indeed, for he doth nothing 
but talk of his horse ; and he makes it a great appro- 
jpriation to his own good parts, that he can shoe him 
himself: 1 am much afraid, my lady, his mother, 
played false with a smith. 

Ner. Then, there is the County Palatine* 

Por. He doth nothing but frown; as who should 
say, " An' if you will not have me, chuse :" he he«.t% 

c 
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home, and to trouble you with no more suit ; unless 
you may be won by some other sort than your father s 
imposition, depending on the caskets. 

Por, If I live to be as old as Sibylla, I will die as 
chaste as Diana, unless I be obtained by the manner 
of my father's will : I am glad this parcel of wooen 
are so very reasonable ; for there is not one among them 
but I dote on his very absence, and I pray Heaven 
grant them a fair departure. 

N'er, Do not you remember, lady, in your father's 
time, a Venetian, a scholar, and a soldier, that cafme 
hither in company of the Marquis of Montferrat? 

Por. Yes, yes, it was Bassanio ; as* I think, 90 he 
was called. 

Nevp True, madam ; he, of all the men that evtt 
my foolish eyes looked upon, was the best deserving a 
fanr lady. 

Por. I remember him ^dl ; and 1 remember hint 
worthy of thy praise. 

Enter Balthazar. 

Porp How Ttoir ! what news? 

Bal. The four strangers seek for you, madam, to 
take their leave : and there is a forerunner come fi^m 
9 fifth, the Prince of Morocco ; who brmgs word, the 
prince, his master, will be here tOi-night. 

Por, If I could bid the fifth welcome with so good 
heart as I can bid th^ other fcmt ferewell, I should be 
glad of his approach. €ome, Nerissa. — Sirrah, go 
before. — Whiles we shut the gate upon one wooer, aw- 
primer knoek9 at the door. [Exeunt, 
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An holy ioul, producing holy witness. 
Is like a villain with a smiling cheek ; 
A goodly apple, rotten at the heart: 
0, what a goodly outside falsehood hath ! 

"^ Shy, Three thousand ducats, — ^'Tis a good round 
sum. 
Three months from twelve, then let me see the rate. 
Ant, Well, Shylock, shall we be beholden to you I 

^ . Sky, Signior Antonio, many a time and oft, 
On the Rialto you have rated me 
About my monies, and my usances : 
Still have I borne it with a patient shrug; 
For sufferance is the badge of all our tribe ; 
You call me — misbeliever, cutrthroat dog, 
And spit upon my Jewish gaberdine. 
And all for use of that which is mine own. \ 

^ Well then, it now appears you need my help : 

^ Go to then ; you come to me, and you say, 
Shylock, we would have monies ; you say so ; 
You, that did void your rheum upon my beard. 
And foot me, as you spurn a stranger cur 
Over your threshold ; monies is your suit. 
What should I say to you ? Should i not say. 
Hath a dog money f is it possible, 
A cur can lend three thousand ducats ? or 
Shall I bend low, and in a bondman's key, 
X, With 'bated breath, and whispering humbleness, 

y^ Say this,— 

Fair sir, you spit on me on Wednesday last ; 
You spurn'd me such a day ; another time 
You caird me — dog ; and, for these courtesies, 
rU lend you thus much monies. 

Ant, I am as like to call thee so again, 
To spit on thee again, to spurn thee too. 
If thou wilt lend this money, lend it not 
As to thy friends ; (for when did friendship take 
A breed for barren metal of his friend ?) 

t But lend it rather to thine enemy -, "^ 
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Ant, YeSy Shylock, I will seal unto this bond. 

Shy, Then meet me forthwith at the notary's ; 
Give him direction for this merry bond, 
And I will go and purse the ducats straight; 
See to my house, left in the fearful guard 
Of an unthrifty knave ; and presently 
I will be with you. 

Ant. Hie thee, gentle Jew, — [Exit. Shtlock. 
This Hebrew will turn christian; he grows kind. 

B^its, I like not fair terms, and a viUain's mind. 

Ant* Come on ; in this there can be no dismay, 
My ships come home a month before the day. 

[ExemU, 



ACT THE SECOND. 



SCENE I. 

A Street in Venice^ before Shtlock's House. 

Enter Launcelot Gobbo. 

Laun. Certainly, my conscience will serve me to 
run from the Jew my master : This fiend is at mine 
elbow, and tempts me, saying to me, Gobbo, Launce- 
lot Gobbo, good Launcelot, or good Gobbo, or good 
Launcelot Gobbo, use your legs, take the start, run 
away : My conscience says, — no ; take heed, honest 
Launcelot ; take heed, honest Gobbo ; or, as afore- 
said, honest Launcelot Gobbo; do not run; scora 
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Gob. Twill be a hard way to kit* Can you tell 
me whether one Launcelot, that dwells with him, 
dwell with him^ or no ? 

Laun, Talk you of young master Launcelot? 
l^Asid€.'\ Mark me now ; now will I raise the waters: 
— talk you of young master Launcelot? 

Gob. No master, sir^ but a poor man*s son ; his fa<* 
ther, though I say it, is 8a honest exceeding poor 
man, and, Heaven be thanked, well to live* 

Laun. Well, let his father b(e ythiU he will, we talk 
of young master Launcelot. 

Gob. Of Launcelot, an't please your mastership. 

Laun. Ergo, master Launcelot ;r — talk not of master 
Launcelot, father ; for the young gentleman (accord- 
ing to fates and destinies, and such odd sayings, the 
sisters three, and such branches of learning,) is, indeeily 
deceased ; or, as you would say, in plain terms, goo» 
to heaven. 

Gob. Marry, Heaven forbid ! the boy was UbM veiy 
staflf of my age, my very prop. 

Laun. Do I look like a cudgel, or a hovel-post, a 
staff, or a prop ? — Do you know me, £ather ? 

Gob. Alack the day, I know you not, young gen- 
tleman : but, I pray you, tell me is my boy (Heaven 
rest his soul !) alive, or dead ? 

Laun. Do you not know me, father ? 

Gob. Alack, sir, I am sand blind, I know you not. 

Laun. Nay, indeed, if you had your eyes, you 
might fail of the knowing me : it is a wise fether, 
that knows his own child. Well, old man, I will tell 
you news of your son. [FaUs on hu Knees."] Give 
me your blessing : truth will come to light; murder 
cannot be hid long, a man's son may ; but, in the end, 
truth will out. 

Gob. Pray you, sir, stand up; I am sure, you are 
not Launcelot, my boy. / 

La»n. Pray you^ let's have no more fooling about 
it, but give me your blessing I am LeiMtie^oX) >j^^Mt 
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Like one well studied tn ft simI o^ent 

To please bis grandam^ Aefex* itv^i m^ tnor^, 

JBoffr Well, we shall hen your bearirig^ 

Gra, Nay, but I bar toriiigbl; yoO shall lidt gfl*ef me 
By what we do to-night. 

Bass. No, that were pity; 
1 would entreat you rather to pQt an 
Your bol^t suit of mirth, for we have friends 
That purpose merriment : But fare you well, 
] have some busipesSf 

Gra, And I muat to Lorenzo, and the rest ; 
Bat v/p will visit you at supper-time. 

[Exeunt t^ASSj^mo (ind Q^atiaho^ 



iiCtKt Itf 



Enter Jessica, (wd Lavxcelot* 

Jet. I am sorry, thou wilt leave my father so; 
Our house is hell, and thou, a merry devil, 
Didst rob it of st^rae taste of tediousness : 
But fare thee well ; there is a ducat for thee, 
And, Launcelot, soon at supper shalt thou S^C 
Lorenzo, who is thy new master's guest; 
Give him this letter ; do it secretly, 
And so farewell ; 1 would not have my father 
See me talk with thee, 

Laun. Adi^u ! — tears exhibit toy tongue. — 
Most beautitul Pagan, — most sweet Jew ! if a Chris- 
tian did not play the knave, and get thee, I am much 
deceived : — But, adieu ! these foolish drops do some- 
what drown my manly spirit ; adieu ! 

\Exit \aK>3^t:^^Q'^' 

P % 
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Lor, Whither goest thou ? 

Laun. Marry, sir, to bid my old master the Jew to 
8up to-night with my new master the Christian. 

Lor. Hold here, take this ;— tell gentle Jessica^ 
I will not fail her; — Speak it privately, go.—- 

[Exit Launcelqt, 
Gentlemen, 

iVill you prepare you for this mask td^night ? 
I am provided of a torch bearer, 

Sal. Ay, marry, I'll begone about it straight, 

Sala. And so will I. 

Lor, Meet me and Gratiano, 
At Gratiano's lodging some hour hence. 

Sola* Tis good we do so. 

[Exeunt Salarino mtd SaLa^io^ 

Gra. Was not that letter from fafr Jessica ? 

Lor^ I must needs tell thee all : she hath directed, 
How I shall take her fronn her father^s house ; 
What gold and jev? els she is furnished with,>^ 
If e'er the Jew her father come to heaven, 
It will be for his gentle daughter's sake ; 
And never dare misfortune cross her foot. 
Unless she do it under this excuse^ 
That she is issue to a fJEiithless Jew. 
Come, go with me ; peruse this, as thoa gotst : 
Fair Jessica shall be my torcb-bearer. [Exeunt^ 



scBv&iy. 

Satlock's H<me» 

Shylock sea^edf and Lavs CELOTf discovered, — Smr- 
lock's Hat and Cane on the Tabk, 

Shu. ^^^ ^^^^ ^^^^ ^^ ^y ^y^ *i^ ^ ^y 

judge, 
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My sober house. — By Jacob's staff, I swear, 

I have no mind of feasting forth to-night : 

But I will go. — Go you before me, sirrah ; 

S>ay, I will come. [Goes for his Hat and Cane.] 

Laun. I will go before, sir. — 
Mistress, look out at the window, for all this ; 
There will come a Christian by, 
Will be worth a Jewess' eye. [Exit Laun* 

Shi/. What says that fool of Hagar's o^pring, ha f 

[Coming fortoard. 

Jes. His words were, ferewell mistress; nothing 
else. 

Shy, The patch is kind enough ; but a huge feeder, 
Snail slow in profit, and he sleeps by day 
More than the wild cat; drones hive not with me ; 
Therefore I part with him ; and part with him 
To one that I would have him help to waste 
His borrowed purse. — Well, Jessica, go in ; 
Perhaps I will return immediately ; 
Do as I bid you ; shut doors after you ; 
•* Fast bind, fast find i* 
A proverb never stale in thrifty mind. 

[Exit Shtlock 

Jes. Farewell ; and if my fortune be not crost, 
I have a father, you a daughter, lost* 

SONG — JESSICA. 

Hastfy LorenzOy haste away^ 

To my longing arms repair, 
With impatience I shall die; 

Come, and ease thy Jessy's care ; 
Let me then, in wanton play. 
Sigh and gaze my soul axvay. 

[ExitjE^SlCA0 
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What may for strength with steel compare f 
O, bve has fetters stronger far ! 
By bolts of steel are limbs confin'd; 
But cruel Uroe enchains the mind. 

No longer then perplex thy breast y 
When thoughts torment, the first are best; 
*Tis mad to go, *tis death to stay^ 
Away, my Jessy, haste away 

J ESsiCA at the Window. 

Jes. Who are you ? tell me for more certainty^ 
Albeit rU swear that I do know your tongue. 

Lor. Lorenzo, and thy love. 

Jes. Lorenzo, certain; and my love, indeed ; 
For whom love I so much ? and now who knows 
But you, Lorenzo, whether I am yours? 

Lor. Heaven, and my thoughts, are witness that 
thou art. 

Jes. Here, catch this casket; it is worth the pains. 

Lor. But come at once ; 
For the close night doth play the run-4iway. 
And we are staid for at Bassanio's feast. 

Jess. I will make fast the doors, and gild myself 
With some more ducats, and be with you straight. 

[Exit J ESSICA from the Window., 

Gra. Now, by my hood, a gentile and no jew, 

Lor. Beshrew me, but I love her heartily ; ' 
For she is wise, if I can judge of her ; 
And fair she is, if that mine eyes be true ; 
And true she is, as she hath proved herself: 
And therefore, like herself, wise, fair, and true. 
Shall she be placed in my constant soul. 

Enter Jessica. 

What, art thou come? — On, gentlemen, aw^y ; 
Our masking mates by this time for us stay. 
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Shy. Why there, there, there, there ! a diamond gone, 
cost me two thousand ducats in Frankfort ! The curse 
never fell upon our nation till now ; I never felt it till 
now: — two thousand ducats in that; and other preci- 
ous, precious jewels. — 1 would, my daughter were dead 
at my foot, and thejevireb in her ear! Vould she were 
hears'd at my foot, and the ducats in her coffin ! No 
news of them ? — Why so : — and I know not what's 
spent in th« search : why, thou loss upon loss ! the 
thief gone with so much, and so much to find the 
thief: and no satisfaction, no revenge: nor no ill 
luck stirring, but what lights o" my shoulders; no 
sighs, but o' my breathing ; no tears, but o' my 
shedding. 

Tub. Yes, other men have ill luck too ; Antonio, 
as I heard in Genoa, — 

Shi/. What, what, what ? ill luck, ill luck ? 

Tvi. — Hath an argosy cast away^ coming from 
Tri polls. 

Shy. I thank God, I thank God ! — Is it true ? is it 
true ? 

Tub. I spoke with some of the sailors, that escaped 
the wreck. 

Shy. I thank thee, good Tubal ; — Good news, good 
news : ha ! ha ! — Where, in Genoa ? 

Tub. Your daughter spent in Genoa, as I heard, 
one night, four score ducats. 

Shy. Thou stick'st a dagger in me: — I shall never 
see my gold again: four score ducats at a sitting! 
four score ducats ! 

Tub. There came divers of Antonio's creditors in 
my company to Venice, that swear he cannot chuse 
but break. 

Shy. I ary very glad of it; Til plague him; I'll 
^ torture him ; I am glad of it. 

Tub. One of them showed me a ring, that he had 
of your daughter for a monkey. 

Shy. Out upon her ! TheU toitUT<i%\ ti^, '\v^^.'^ 
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There's something tells me, but it is not love, 

I would not lose you ; and you know yoursslf, 

Hate counsels not in such a quality* 

I could teach you 

How to chuse rigbt,-but I am then forsworn; 

So will I never be: so you may miss me; 

But if you do, you'll make me wish a sin, 

That I had been forsworn. 

I speak too long: but 'tis to pieze the time; 

To eke it, and to draw it out in len^, 

To stay you from election. 

Bass, Let me chuse ; 
For, as I am, 1 live upon the rack. 
Come, let me to my fortune and the caskets. 

Por, Away, then: I am lock'd in one of them; 
If you do love me, you will find me out. — 
Nerissa, and the rest, stand all aloof — 
Let music sound while he doth make his choice ; 
Then, if he lose, he makes a swan- like end^ 
Fading in music : that the comparison 
May stand more proper, my eye shall be the stream, 
And wat'ry death- bed for him. 

J Song J whilst Bassanio comments on the Caskets to 

himself. 

Tell 7»f , where is fancy bred. 
Or in the heart , or in the head? 
How begot f how nourished ? 

Reply. It is engendered in the eyes, 

With gazing fed ; and fancy dies 

In the cradlejvhere it lies ; 

Let lis all ring fancy's knell ; 

ril begin it, — Ding, dong, bell. 
All. Ding, dong, belL 

Bass. Some god direct my judgment ! — Let me 
see. — 

E 2 
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Bass, [Opening the Leaden Casket,] What find I 
here ? 
Fair Portia's counterfeit? Here is the scroll. 
The continent and summary of my fortune. 

[Reads.] You thai chuse not by the view, 
Chance as fair , and chuse as true ! 
Since this fortuffe falls to you. 
Be content, and seek no new. 

If you he well pleas' d with this. 
And hold your fortune for your bliss, 
Turn you where ypur lady is. 
And claim her with a loving kiss. 

A gentle scroll ! — Fair lady, by your leave ! 

I come by note, to give, and to receive; ' 

Yet doubtful whether what I see be true, 

Until confirmed, sign'd, ratify 'd by you. [Kissing her^ 

For, You see me, lord Bassanio, where I standi 
Such as I am : though for myself alone, 
I would be ambitious in my wish, 
To wish myself much better ; yet, for you, 
1 would not be trebled twenty times myself ; 
A thousand times more fair, ten thousand times 
More rich ; 

That only to stand high in your account, 
J might in virtues, beauties, livings, friends, 
Exceed account. But now I was the lord 
Of this fair mansion, master of my servants. 
Queen o'er myself; and even now, but now. 
This house, these servants, and this same myself. 
Are yours, my lord ; I give them with this ring ; 
Which, when you part from, lose, or give away, 
Let it presage the ruin of your love. 
And be my vantage to exclaim on you. 

Bass, Madam, you have bereft me of oil ^ox^ 
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Gra. No ! we shall ne'er win at that sport, and 
stake down. 
But who comes here ? Lorenzo, and his infidel ? 
What, and my old Venetian friend, Salanio ? 

Enter Lorenzo, Jessica, and Salanio. 

Bass, Lorenzo, and Salanio, welcome hither ! 
If that the youth of my new interest here 
Have power to bid you welcome : — By your leave, 
I bid my very friends and countrymen, 
Sweet Portia, welcome. 

For. So do I, my lord ; 
They are entirely welcome. 

Lor, I thank your honour: — For my part, my 
lord, 
My purpose was not to have seen you here ; 
But meeting with Salanio by the way, 
He did entreat me, {!>ast all saying nay, 
To come with him along. 

Sal. I did, my lord, \To Bassanio. 

And I have reason for it. Signior Antonio 
Commends him to you. \Gvd€s Bassanio a Letter. 

Bass. Ere I ope his letter, 
I pray you tell me how my good friend doth. 

Sal. Not sick, my lord, unless it be in mind ; 
Nor well, unless in mind : his letter there 
Will show you his estate. 

Gra. Nerissa, cheer yon' istranger ; bid her wel- 
come. 
Your hand, Salanio : What's the news from Venice ? 
How doth that royal merchant, good Antonio ? 
I know he will be glad of our success ; 
We are the Jasons, we have won the fleece. 

Sal. 'Would you had won the fleece that he hath 
lost ! 

For. There are some shrewd contents in yon' same 
paper, 
That steals the colour from BassauW^ c\y^*« 
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But none can drive him from the envious plea 
Of forfeiture, of justice, and his bond. 

Por. Is it your dear friend that is thus in trouble ? 

Bass, The dearest friend to me, the kindest man. 
The best jcondition'd and unweary'd spirit 
In doing courtesies ; and one in whom 
The ancient Roman honour more appears, 
Than any that draws breath in Italy. 

For. What sum owes he the Jew ? 

Bass, For me, three thousand ducats. 

For, What, no more ? 
Pay him six thousand, and de&ce the boi>d ; 
Double six thousand, and then treble that, 
Before a friend of this description 
Shall lose a hair through my Bassanio's fault. 
First, go with me to church, and call me wife; 
And then away to Venice to your friend ; 
For never shall you lie by Portia's side 
With an unquiet soul. You shall have gold 
To pay the petty debt twenty times over : 
When it is paid, bring your true friend along : 
My maid Nerissa, and myself, mean time, 
Will live as maids and widows. Come, away ; 
For you shall hence upon your wedding day. . 
But let me hear the letter of your friend. 

Bass, [Reads.] Sweet Bassanh^ my ships hofoe all 
miscarried, my creditors grofw cruel J my esttUe is very 
low, my bond to the Jew is forfeit ; and, since, in pay- 
ing it, it is impossible I should live, aU debts art cleared 
between you and me, if I might but see you at my 
death : notwithstanding use your pleasure : if your 
love do not persuade you to come, let not my letter. 

For, O love, despatch all business, and be gone. 

Bass, Since I have your good leave to go away, 
1 will make haste : but, till I come again. 

No bed shall e'er be guilty of my stay. 
No rest be interposer 'twixt us twain. [Exeunt^. 
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He seeks my life ; his reason well I know; 
I oft deliver'd from his forfeitures 
Many that have at times made mo^n to me ; 
Therefore he hates me. 

Sala. I am sure, the duke 
Will never grant this forfeiture to hold. 

Ant, The duke cannot deny the course of law ; 
For the commodity that strangers have 
With us in Venice, if it be deny'd, 
Will much impeach the justice of the state; 
Since that the trade and profit of the city 
Consisteth of all nations. Therefore, go : 
These griefs and losses have so 'bated me, 
That I shall hardly spare a pound of flesh 
To-morrow to my bloody creditor. — 
Well, gaoler, on : — Pray Heav'n, Bassanio come 
To sec me pay his debt, and then I care not ! 

[Exeunt. 



SCENE IV. . 



Portia's House at Belmont^ 



Enter Nerissa, Portia, Lorenzo, Jessica, and 
Balthazar, who goes behind and waits. 

Lor. Madam, although I speak it in your pre- 
sence, . 
You have a noble and a true conceit 
Of god-like amity ; which appeajs most strongly 
In bearing thus the absence of your lord. 
But, if you knew to whom you show this honour, 
How true a gentleman you send relief, 
How dear a lover of my lord, your U\x?»\i^^> . 
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Bring them, I pray thee, with imagin'd speed 
Unto the tranect, to the common ferry 
Which trades to Venide : — waste no time in words. 
But get thee gone ; I shall be there before thee. 

BcU, Madam, I go with all convenient speed. 

[Exit Balthazar. 

Pon Come on, NeHssa ; I have work in hand 
That you yet know not of: Well see our husbands 
Before they think of us. 

JTer. Shall thev see us ? 

For, They shall, Nerissia; 
But come, TU tell thee all my whole device, 
When I am in my cokch, which stays for us 
At the park gate ; and therefore haste away, 
For we must measure twenty miles to-day. [Exeunt. 



SCENE v. 



The Garden at Belmont, 



Enter Launcblot and Jessica. 

Laun. Yes, truly : — for, look you, the sins of the 
father are to be laid upon the children ; therefore I 
promise you, I fear you. I was always plain with 
you, and so now I speak the agitation of the matter. 
Therefore be of good cheer ; for, truly, I think, you 
are damned. There is but one hope in it, that can 
do you any good : and that is but a kind of a bas^ 
tard hope neither. 

Jess. And what hope is that, I pray thee } 

Laun. Marry, you may partly hope that your fa« 
ther got you not, that you are not the Jew's daughter. 

Jess, That were a kind of bastard hope, indeed i 
so the sins of my number shoiiLd \i^ VvKk\fc^ ^q^\qs^« 
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The fool hath planted in his memory 
An army of goqd vrords : and 1 do know 
A many fools, tliat stand in better place, 
Garnish'd like him, that for a tricksy word 
Defy the matter. How cheer'st thou, Jessica ^ 
And now, good sweet, say thy opinion. 
How dost thou like the Lord Bassanio's wife ? 

Jess. Past all expressing. . 

Lor, Even such a husband 
Hast thou of me, as she is for a wife. 

Jess. Nay, but ask my opinion too of that. 

DUETT. 

Jess. In vows of everlasting truthy 

You waste your idle hours, fond youth; 
But leave me once, and 1 should Jind, 
That out of sight were out of mind. 

Lor. Ah, do thyself no wrong, my dear^ 
Affect no coy nor jealous fear ', 
Each beauteous object, I might see, 
Uould hut inspire a thought of thee, 

Jess, and Lor. Thus absence warms with fiercer ^ame 

The fine affections of the soul; 
As distance points wiln surer aim 

The faithful needle to its darling pole, 

[Exennt. 
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That thou but lead'st this fashion of thy malice 
To the last hour of act; and then, 'tis thought, 
Thou'lt show thy mercy, and remorse, more strange 
Than is thy strange apparent cruelty : 
And, where thou now exact'st the penalty, 
(Which is .a pound of this poor merchant's flesh) 
Thou wilt not only loose the forfeiture, 
3ut, touched with human gentleness and love, 
. Forgive a moiety of the principal ; 
Qlancing an eye of pity on his losses, 
That have of late so huddled on his back; 
Enough to press a royal merchant down. 
And pkick commiseration of his state * 
From brassy bosoms, and rough hearts of flint. 
From stubborn Turks, or Tartars, never train'd, 
To offices of tender courtesy. 
We all expect a gentle answer, Jew. 

6%. I have possessed your grace of what I purpose, 
And by our holy sabbath have I sworn. 
To have the due and forfeit of my bond : 
If you deny it, let the danger light 
Upon your charter, and your city's freedom. 
You'll ask me, why I rather chuse to have 
A weight of carrion flesh, than to receive 
Three thousand ducats : I'll not answer that : 
But, say, it is my humour: Is it answer'd I 
What if my house be troubled with a rat. 
And I be pleas'd to give ten thousand ducats 
To have it ban'd ? What, are you answer'd yet ? 
Some men there are, love not a gaping pig ; 
Some, that are mad if they behold a cat ; 
Now for your answer ; 
As there is no firm reason to be render'd, 
Why he cannot abide a gaping pig ; 
Why he, a harmless necessary cat ; 
So can I give no reason, nor I will not. 
More than a lodg'd bate, and a ceitoAuXo^^VEt^ 
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Why sweat they under their burdens ? let their beds 
Be made as soft as yours, and let their palates 
Be seasoned with such viands ? you will answer, 
The slaves are ours : — So do I answer you : 
The pound of flesh, which I demand of him. 
Is dearly bought, is mine, and I will have it : 
If you deny me, fie upon your law ! 
There is no force in the decrees of Venice. 
I stand for judgment : answer ; shall I have it ? 

Duke. Upon my power, I may dismiss this court, 
Unless Bellario, a learned doctor, 
Whom I have sent for to determine this, 
Come here to-day. 

Sal. My lord, here stays without 
A messenger with letters from the doctor. 
New come from Padua. 

Duke. Bring us the letters : Call the md^engen 

[Exit Salarino. 

Bass. Good cheer, Antonio ! What, man ? courage 
yet! 
The Jew shall have my flesh, blood, bones, and all. 
Ere thou shalt lose for me one drop of blood. 

Ant. I am a tainted wether of the flock, 
Meetest for death ; the weakest kind of fruit 
Drops earliest to the ground, and so let me : 
You cannot better be employed, Bassanio, 
Than to live still, and write mine epitaph. 

Enter Salarino with Nerissa, dressed like a 

Lawyer^s Ckrk. 

Duke. Came you from Padua, from Bellario ? 
Ner. From both, my lord: Bellario greets your 
grace. [Presents a Letter. 

Bass. Why dost thou whet thy knife so earnestly ? 
Shy. To cut the forfeit from that bankrupt there. 
Gra. Can no prayers pierce thee ? 
Shj^. No, none that tbou \iaAt vi\X «cvow^\K^\fiSi^«&< 
Gra. Op be thou damn'd) \nexoi«\;i\& ^^%\ 
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Duke, You hear the learnM Bellario, what he 
writes ; 
And here, I take it, is the doctor come. — 

Enter Salarino, Portia, Dressed like a Doctor of 

LawSf and Salanio. 

Give me your hand : Came you from old Bellario ? 

Por. I did, my lord. 

Duke. You are welcome : take your place. 
Are you acquainted with the difference 
That hold this present question in the court ? 

Por, I am informed throughly of the cause. 
Which is the merchant here, and which the Jew ? 

Duke, Antonio and old Shylock, botli scaind ibrth. 

Por. Is your name Shylock ? 

Shy. Shylock is my name. 

Por. Of a strange nature is the suit you follow ; 
Yet in such rule, that the Venetian law 
Cannot impugn you, as you do proceed. — 
You stand within his danger, do you not? 

Ant. Ay, so he gays. 

Por. Do you confess the bond } 

Ant. I do. 

Por. Then must the Jew be merciful. 

Shy. On what compulsion must I ? tell me t hat. 
~ ~^Por. The quality of mercy isixot 8train*d; V^^^ 
It droppeth, as the gentle rain from heaven. 
Upon the place beneath : it is twice bless'd ; ^ - 
It blesseth him that gives, and him that takes : ' 
Tis mightiest in the mightiest; it becomes 
The throned monarch better than his crown : 
His sceptre shows the force of temporal ^power^ 
The attribute to awe and majesty. 
Wherein doth sit the dread and tear of kings; 
But mercy is above the scepter'd sway, 
It is enthroned in the hearts of kings, 
It is an attribute to God himself; ] 
And earthly power doth then show Uk^&tGo^^- 
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Take thrice ihy money ; bid me tear the bond. 

Shj/, When it is paid according to the tenour. — 
It doth appear you are a worthy judge; 
You know the law, your exposition 
Hath been most sound : I charge you by the law, 
Whereof you are a well deserving pillar, 
Proceed to judgment: by my soul I swear, 
There is no power in the tongue of man 
To alter me : I stay here on my bond. 

Ant,, Most heartily I do beseech the court 
To give the judgment. 

Por. Why then, thus it is. 
You must prepare your bosom for his knife ; — 
Shy, O noble judge ! O excellent young man ! 
Por, For the intent and purpose of the law 
Hath full relation to the penalty, 
Which here appeareth due upon the bond. 

Shy, Tis very true : O wise and upright judge ! 
How much more elder art thou than thy looks ! 
Por, Therefore, lay bare your bosom. 
Shy, Ay, his breast : 
So says the bond ; — Doth it not, noble judge ? — 
Nearest his heart, those are the very words. 

Por. It is so. Are there balances to weigh 
The flesh ? 

Shy, I have them ready. 

Por, Have by some surgeon, Shylock, on your 
charge, 
To stop his wounds, lest he do bleed to death. 
Shy, Is it so nominated in the bond ? 
Por, It is not so expressed ? But what of that? 
'Twere good, you do so much for charity. 
Shy, I cannot find it ; 'tis not in the bond. 
Por, Come, merchant, have you any thing to say ? 
Anf, But little; I am arm'd, and well prepar'd.— ^ 
Give me your hand, Bassanio ; fere you well ! 
Grieve not that I am fallen to this for you ; 
For herein fortune shows her«eU mox« Vax^^ 
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The words expressly are, a pound of flesh ; 
But, in the cutting it, if thou dost shed 
One drop of christian blood, thy lands and goods 
Are, by the laws of Venice, confiscate 
Unto the state of Venice. 
Gra. O upright judge ! — Mark, Jew; — O learned 

judge ! 
Sky. Is that the laW ? 
Por. iThyself shalt see the act, 
For, as thou urgest justice, be assur'd 
Thou shalt have justice, more than thou desirest. 
Gra, O learned judge I — 'Mark, Jew ; — a learned 

judge! 
Shy. I take this offer then ; — pay the bond thrice, 
And let the christian go. 
Bass. Here is the money. 
Por. Soft; 
The Jew shall have all justice ; — soft; — no haste; — 
He shall have nothing but the penalty. 
Gra. O Jew ! an upright judge, a learned judge ! 
Por. Therefore, prepare thee to cut off the flesh. 
Shed thou no blood ; nor cut thou less, nor more, 
But just a pound of flesh ; if thou tak'st more. 
Or less, than a just pound, — be it but so much 
As makes it light, or heavy, in the substance, 
Or the division of the twentieth part 
Of one poor scruple ; nay, if the scale do turn 
But in the estimation of a hair, — 
Thou diest, and all thy good's are confiscate. 

Gra, A second Daniel, a Daniel ^ Jew ! 
Now, infidel, I have thee on the hip. 
Por. Why doth the. Jew pause? take Uiy forfeiture. 
Shy. Give me my principal, and let me go. 
Bass. I have it ready for thee ; here it is. 
Por, He hath refus'd it in the open court; 
He shall have merely justice, and his bond. 

Gra. A Daniel, still say I; a second Daniel!— 
I thank thee, Jew, for teaching m^ tiMX^^^* 
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That doth sustain my house ; you take my life, 
When you do take the means whereby I live. 

Por. What mercy can you render him, Antonio ? 

Gra. A halter, gratis; nothing else, for Heaven's 
sake. 

Ant. So please my lord the Duke, and all the court, 
To quit the fine for one one half of his goods ; 
I am content, so he will let me have 
The other half in use, — to render it, 
Upon his death, unto the gentleman, 
That lately stole his daughter. 
Two things provided more, — That, for this favour. 
He presently become a christian ; 
The other, that he do record a gift, 
Here in the court, of all he dies possessed, 
Unto his son Lorenzo, and his daughter. 

Duke. He shall do this ; or else I do recant 
The pardon that I late pronounced here. 

For. Art thou contented, Jew ? What dost thou 
say? 

Shi/. I am content. 

Par. Clerk » draw a deed of gift. 

SAy. I pray you, give me leave to go from hence ; 
I am not well; send the deed after me, 
And I will sign it. 

Dukcn Get thee gone, but do it. 

Gra. in christening thou shall have two god-fa- 
thers ; 
Had I been judge, thou should'st have had ten more. 
To bring t5ce to the gallows, not the font. 

[Exit Shylock. 

Duke» Sir, I entreat you home wjth me to dinner. 

Por. I humbly do desire your grace of pardon; 
I must away this night toward Padua, 
And it is meet, I presently set forth. 

Duke. 1 am sorry that your leisure serves you not. 
Antonio, gratify this gentleman, 
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And, when she put it on, she made me vow 
That I should neither sell, nor give, nor lose it* 

Por. That'scuse serves many men to save their 
gifts. 
And if your wife be not a mad woman. 
And know how well I have deserv'd this ring, 
She would not hold out enemy for ever^ 
For giving it to me. Well, peace be with you ! 

[Exeunt Portia and Nerissa. 

Ant, My lord, Bassanio, let him have the ring; 
Let his deservings, and my love withal, 
Be valu'd 'gainst your wife's commandment. 

Bass, Go, Gratiano, run and overtake him, 
Give him the ring; and bring him, if thou canst. 
Unto Antonio's house : — away, make haste. — 

[Exit Gratiano. 
Come, you and I will thither presently ; 
And in the morning early will we both 
Fly toward Belmont : Come, Antonio. [Exeunt, 



SCENE II. 

A Street in Venice, 
Enfer NerissA and Portia. 

Por, Inquire the Jew's house out, give him this 
deed, 
And let him sign it; we'll away to-night, 
And be a day before our husbands home : 
This deed will be well welcome to Lorenzo. 

Enter Gratiano. 

Gra, Fair sir, you are well overtaken: 
My lord Bassanio, upon more advice. 
Hath sent you here this ring ; and doth entreat 
Your company at dinner. 

Por. That cs^nnot b^: 

G 3 



SCSlKa ij THE IffE&CHANT OF VENICE. 67 

Jess, I would outnight you, did nobody come ; 
But, Wk, I hear the footing of a man. 

Enter Balthazae. 

Lor, Who comes so fast in silence of the night? 

Bal, A friend. 

Lor. A friend ? what friend ? your name, I pray 
you, fnend ? 

Bal. Balthazar is my name; and I bring. word. 
My mistress will, before the break ef day, 
Be here at Belmont. 
I pray you, is my master yet return'd ? 

Lor. He is not, nor we have not heard from him— ^ 
But go we in, I pray thee, Jessica, 
And ceremoniously let us prepare 
Some welcome for the mistress of the house. 

Laun, [fVithitt.] Sola, sola, Wo ha, ho, sola, sola ! 

Lor. Who calls ? 

Enter Launcelot. 

Laun. Sola ! did you see Master Lorenzo, and Mis- 
tress Lorenzo ? sola, sola ! 

Lor. Leave hollaing, man ; here. , 

Laun. Sola ! where f where ? 

Lor, Herg^^ 

Laun. Tell him, there's a post come from my mas- 
ter, with his horn full of good news ; my master will 
be here ere morning. [Exit Lavncelot. 

Lor. My friend, Balthazar, signify, I pray you. 
Within the house, your mistress is at hand. 

[Exit Balthazai^. 

Enter Portia and Neriisa at a Distance. 

For. That light we see is burning in my hall. 
How far that little candle throws his beams ! 
So shines a good deed in a naughty world. 

Lor. That is the voice, s " 

Or J Am mucli deceived, of PoU\a. ^C>v 
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Ner, What talk you of the posy, or the vuluc ? 
lYpu swore to me, when I did give it you, 
That you would wear it till your hour of death ; 
And that it should lie with you in your grave : 
Though not for me, yet for your vehement oaths, 
You should have been respective, and have kept it. 
Gave it a judge's clerk ! — but well 1 know, 
The clerk will ne'er wear hair on his face that had it. 

Gra. He will, an if he live to be a man. 

Ner, Ay, if a woman live to be a man. 

Gra, Now, by this hand, I gave it to a youth, — 
A kind of boy ; a little scrubbbed boy, 
STo higher than thyself, the judge's clerk ; 
A prating boy, that begg'd it as a fee ; 
I could not tor my heart deny it him. 

Par* You were to blame, I must be plain with you, 
To part so slightly with your wife's first gift ; 
A thing stuck on with oaths upon your finger, 
And riveted so with faith unto your fichh. 
1 gave my love a ring, and made him swear 
Never to piart with it ; and here he stands ; 
1 dar e be sworn for him, he would not leave it. 
Nor pluck it from his finger, for the wealth 
That the world masters. Now, in faith, Gratiano, 
You give your wife too unkind a cause of grief: 
An 'twere to me I should be mad at it. 

Bass, Why, I were best to cut my left hand off. 
And swear, 1 lost the ring defending it. [Aside, 

Gra. My lord Bassanio gave his ring away 
Unto the judge that begg'd it, and, indeed, 
Deserv'd it too ; and then the boy, his clerk, 
That took some pains in writing, he becg'd mine : 
Xfid neither man, nor master, would take aught 
But the two rings. 

Por, What ring gave you, my lord ? 
Not that, I hope, which you receiv'd of me. 

Bass. If I could add a lie unto a fault, 
I would deny it ; but you see, my ^xa^x 
Hath not the ring upon it, — ^It i& gptk^% 
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Lie not a night from home ; watch mc, like Argus ; 
If you do not, if I be left alone, 
Now, by mine honour, which is yet my own, 
nUiave that doctor for my bed-tiellow. 

Ner. And I his clerk ; therefore be well advis'd, 
How yovi do leave me to mine own protection. 

Gra, Well, do you see : let me not take him then ; 
For, if I do, I'll mar the young clerk's pen. 
< A»t. I am the unhappy subject of these quarrels. 

For. Sir, grieve not you ; You are welcome not- 
' ^withstanding. 

"BflSr Portia, forgive me this enforced wrong ; 
And, in ^e hearing of these many friends, 
1 swear to thee, even by thine own fair eyes, 
I never more will break an oath with thee. 

AnL I once did lend my body for his wealth, 
Which, but for him, that had your husband's ring, 
Had quite miscarried : I dare be bound again. 
My soul upon the forfeit, that your lord 
Will never more break faith advisedly. 

Por, Then you shall be his surety : Give him this ; 
And bid him keep it better than the other. 

Ant. Here, lord Bassanio, swear to keep this ring. 

Bass, By Heaven, It is the same I gave the doctor ! 

Por, I had of him : pardon me, Bassanio ; 
For, by this ring, the doctor lay with me. 

Ner. And pardon me, my gentle Gratiano ; 
For that same scrubbed boy, the doctor's clerk. 
In lieu of this last night did lie with me. 

Gra, Why, this is like the mending of highways 
In summer, where the ways are fair enough : 
What ! are we cuckolds, ere we have deserved it ? 

Por, Speak not so grossly. — You are all amaz'd : 
Here is a letter, read it at your leisure ; 
It comes from Padua, from Bellario: 
There you shall find, that Portia was the doctor; 
Nerissa there, her clerk : Lorenzo here 
Shall witness, I set forth as soon a& ^ovl. 
And but even now r^turu'd ; 1\wlv^ woV'^j^Xt 



REMARKS. 
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This play of Ilenry the Fifth, is the moral to the 
piay of Henry the Fourth — fur here, the jot^und Prince 
of Wales> having become King of England, not only 
forsakes all his companions in vice ; but hangs two or 
three of them. 

The death of Falstaff also> told in a humour- 
ous, but most natural manner, will be as impressive^ 
on some minds, as any of those scenes where the poet 
has frequently made state, pomp, or bitterest cala- 
mity, attendant on the dying man. — ^That pining ob- 
scurity in which the supercilious Sir John was com- 
pelled to live, when his royal Comrade became ashamed 
of him, is a subject well worth the reflection of many 
a luckless parasite— end now, this stealing to his 
bed; stealing to his grave, without one tragic bustle, 
except that which his,consci«ice makes, so well de- 
scribes the usual decease of a neglected profligate, 
that every man, who thinks, will own the resemblance^ 
and take the warning conveyed. 

The disorderiy conduct, and ensuing fate of Sir 
John Falstaff, is not a more excellent lesson for the 
dissipated and dishonourable, than the confidence 
of the French king and his court, in their ^rowe.^^ 
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6\vn triumphant army, they were commanded, eten 
when the heat of contest had subsided, to put every 
Frenchman to death. 

Although the particular fttiniber of the forces which 
were engaged on either side, in this memorable com- 
bat, may be differently recorded by different histO'' 
tiBXis ; and the motive ^hith induced the conqueror 
to slay his capti\^es, tnay also be variously stated ; yet 
it is certain that the French army were more than 
twice the number of the English, and that the Eng<- 
lish slew their prisoners. 

Shakspeare was determined, in this drama, to ex- 
pose every vanity of the Gallic foe to British ridi- 
cule — and thus-^inslantly after the slaughter of their 
numerous hosts — he displays the frivolous anxiety 
of the surviving nobility, by the heraH Montjoy, in 
this address to Henry :-^ ^ 



•« Oreat king, 



a 



1 come to thee for charitable license, 
** That we may wander o'er this bloody field-, 
** To sort our nobles from our common 'men s 
" For many of our princes (woe the while!) 
" Lie drown'd and soak'd in mercenary blood : 
'* So do our vulgar drench their peasant limbs 
" In blood of princes." 

There is a judicious remark by a Commentator on 
Shakspeare-—" that he knows not why the Princess 
Katharine, in this play, should not be allowed to 
speak English, as well as all the other Ft^ftcbL." 

b3 



KING HENRY V. 



ACT THE FIRST. 



SCENE I. 



An Antechamber in the EngUsh Court* 



Enter the Archbishop of Canterbury, and the 

Bishop of Ely. 

Can. My lord, 111 tell you,— That self bill is urg'd, 
Which, in the eleventh year o' the last king's reign, 
Was like, and had indeed against us pass'd, 
But that the scambling and unquiet time 
Did push it out of further question. 

£/y. But how, my lord, shall we resist it now ? 

Can» It must be thought on ; If it pass against us, 
We lose the better half of our possession ; x 

For all the temporal lands, which men devout 
By testament have given to the church, 
, Would they strip from us. 

El^, But what prevention ? 

Can. The king is full of grace, and fair regard. 

Ely* And a true lover of the hol^ c\x\xx^\ail 



SCEN» IV,] ^ING HENRY V. H 

And wholesome berries thrive, and ripen best, 
Neighboured by fruit of baser quality : 
And so the prince obscur'd his contemplation 
Under the veil of wildness; which, no doubt, 
Grew like the summer grass, fastest by night, 
Unseen, yet crescive in his faculty. — 
But, my good lord. 
How now for mitigation of this bill, 
Urg'd by the commons ? Poth his majesty 
Incline to it, or no? 

Can, He is rather swaying more upon our part 
Than cherishing the exhibitors against us : 
For I have made an offer to his majesty, — 
As touching France, — to give a greater sum 
Than ever at one time the clergy yet 
Did to his predecessors part withal. 

Eli^. How did this offer seem reccivM, ray lord ? 

Can. With good acceptance of his majesty ; 
Save, that there was not time enough to hear . 
(As, I perceived, his ^ce would fain have done,) 
The severals, and unhidden passages, 
Of his true titles to some certain dukedoms, 
And, generally, to the crown of France, 
Deriv'd from Edward, his great grandfather^ 

Ely, What was the impediment that broke this off ^ 

Can, The French embassador, upon that instant, 
Crav'd audience : and the hour, I think, is come, 
Tu give him he^>ring:. Is it foyr o'clock f 

Ely, It is. 

Can, Then go we in, to know his embassy. 

Ely. I'll wait upoi) you ; and I long to hear it. 

[Exeunt, 
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Suits not in native colours with the truth ; 

For Hcav'n doth know, how many, now in health. 

Shall drop their blood in approbation 

Of what your reverence shall incite U3 to : 

Therefore take heed how you impawn our person. 

How you awake the sleeping sword of war ; 

We charge you in the name of Heaven, take heed.— 

Under this conjuration, speak, my lord. 

Can. Then hear me, gracious sovereign : — 
There is no bar 

To make against your highness' claim to France, 
But this which they produce from Pharamond; 
" No woman shall succeed in Salique land :" 
Which Salique land the French unjustly gloze 
To be the realm of France, and Pharamond, 
The founder of this law and female bar. 
Yet their own authors faithfully affirm, 
That the land Salique lies in Germany, 
Between the floods of Sala and of Elbe : 
.Nor did the French possess the Salique land 
Until four hundred one and twenty years 
After defunction of king Pharamond, 
Idly suppos'd the founder of this law : 
Besides, their writers say, 
King Pepin, who deposed Childerick, 
Did hold in right and title of the female : 
So do the kings of France unto this day : 
Howbeit they would hold up this Salique law. 
To bar your highness claiming from the female. 

K. Hen, May I, with right and conscience, make 
this claim ? 

Can, The sin upon my head, dread sovereign! 
For in the book of Numbers it is writ, — 
When the son dies, let the inheritance 
Descend unto the daughter. 

Exe. Gracious lord. 
Stand for your own ; unwind your bloody flag; 
Look back unto your mighty atice&lot%\ 

c 
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For you shall read, that my great grandfather 

Never went with his forces into France, 

But that the Scot on his unfurnished kingdom 

Came pouring, like the tide into a breach ; 

That England, being empty of defence, 

Hath shook and trembled at the ill neighbourhood. 

Exe^ She hath been then more feard than harm'd^ 
my liege ; 
For hear her but exampled by herself. — 
When all her chivalry hath been in France, 
And she a mourning widow of her nobles, 
She hath herself not only w«ll defended, 
But taken, and impounded as a stray. 
The king of Scots; whom she did send to France, 
To fill king Edward's fame with prisoner kings; 
And matkeiier chronicle as rich with praise, 
As is the ooze tand bottom of the sea 
With sunken wreck, and ftumless treasuries. 

Can. Therefore, to France, my liege^ 
Divide your happy England into four ; 
Whereof take you one quarter into France, 
And you witbaUhall make all Gallia shake. 
If we, with thrice such power left at home. 
Cannot defend our own door from the dog, 
Let us be worryM, and our nation lose 
The name of hardiness and policy. 

K, Hen. Call in the messengers -sent from the 
Dauphin. [Exit a Herald^ 

Now are we well resolved ; and, by Heaven's help. 
And yours, the noble sinews of our power, 
France being ours, we'll bend it to our awe, 
Or break it all to pieces. 

Flourish. 

Enter Herald, tiith the Constable op France, 
Mont JOY, and two French Lords. 

Now are we well prepar'd to know the ^Venssdx^ 

c2 
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For I will rise there with so full a glory, 

That I will dazzle all the eyes of France, 

Yea, strike the Dauphin blind to look on us« 

But this lies all within the will of Heav'n, 

To whom I do appeal ; and in whose name, 

Tell you the Dauphin, I am coming on. 

To venge me as I may, aBd to put fortli 

My rightful hand in a well-hallowed cause. — 

So, get you hence in peace, — and teU the Dauphin, 

His jest will savour but of shallow wit, 

When thousands weep more than did laugh at it. — 

Convey them with safe conduct. — ^Fare you well. 

[Exeunt Herald, Constable, MoNTjoTy 
andthedwo Lords. 

Exe, This was a merry message, 

j^. Hen* We bofte to make the sender blush at it. 
Therefore, my lords, omit no happy hour. 
That may give furtherance to our expedition : 
For we have now no thought in us, but France ; 
Save those to HeaVn, that run before our business. 
Therefore let our proportion for these wars 
Be soon collected ; and all things thought upon 
That may, with reasonable swiftness, add 
More feathers to our wings; for, Heav'n before. 
We'll chide this Dauphin at his father^s door. 
[Flourish of Drums and Trumpets.] 

[Exeunt* 



SCENE lU. 

Before the Boar's Head Tavern^ in Eastcheap, 

Enter Ntm and Bardolph. 

Bard, Well met, corporal Nym. 

Nym. Good-morrow, lieutenant Bardol^;^ 
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Pisf. Pish for Ihee, Iceland dog ! thou prick-ear'd 
cur of Iceland ! 

Quick. Good corporal Nym, show the valour of a 
man, and put up thy sword, 

Nym, Will you shog off? I would have you solus, 

Pist, Solus, egregious dog ? O viper vile ! 
The solus, in thy most marvellous face ; 
The solus in thy teeth, and in thy throat ; 
I do retort the solus in thy bowels. 

Ni/m, I am not Barbason ; you cannot conjure me. 
-I have a humour to knock you indifferently well 
if you grow foul with me, Pistol, I will scour you 
with my rapier, as I may, in fair terms : — and that's 
the humour of it. 

Pist, O, braggard vile, and damned furious wight ! 

hound of Crete, think'st thou my spouse to get ? 

1 have, and I will hold, the quondam Quickly 
For the only she ; and — fauca, there's enough. 

Enter Boy, from the Tavern, 

Boy, Mine host. Pistol, you must come to my 
master, — and you, hostess ; — he i% very sick, and 
would to bed. Good Bardolph, put thy nose be- 
tween his sheets, and do the office of a warming 
pan : — ^Taith he's very ill. 

Bard, Away, you rogue. 

Quick, By my troth, he'll yield the crow a pudding 
one of these days ; the king has kill'd his heart. — 
Good husband, come home presently. 

[Exeunt Mrs. Quickly and Boy into the Tavern, 

Bard, Come, shall I make you two fitends ? We- 
must to France together. Why, the devil, should 
we keep knives to cut one another's throats ? 

Pist, Let floods o'erswell, and fiends for food howl 
on. 

Nym, You'll pay me the eight shillings I won of 
you at betting ? 

Pist. Base is the slave that pa^s. 



I 
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ACT THE SECOND. 



SCENE I. 



Southampton Harbour* 

Enter Exeter, Gloster, Bedford, and West- 
moreland. 

Glost. 'Fore Heaven, his grace is bold, to trust these 

traitors. 
Exe. They shall be apprehended by and by. 
West, How smooth and even they do bear them- 
selves ! 
As if allegiance in their bosoms sat. 
Crowned with faith and constant loyalty! 

Bed, The king hath note of all that they intend. 
By interception which they dream not of. 

Exe, Nay, but the man, that was his bedfellow, 
Whom he hath cloy'd and grac'd with princely fa- 
vours, — 
That he should, for a foreign purse, so sell 
His sovereign's life to death and treachery ! 

Flourish of Drums and Trumpets, 

Enter King Henry, Cambridge, Scroop, Grey, 
Lords, Heralds, and Guards. 

K. Hen. Now sits the wind fair, and we will 
aboard. 
My lord of Cambridge, and my kind lord of Masham, 
And you, my gentle knight, give mc yowc IVvqxx^V&n 



SCENE I.] RING HENRY T. ^3 

And tender preservation of our person , — 

Would have him punish'd. Now to our French 

causes : 
Who are the late commissioners ? 

Cam. I one, my lord ; 
YouV highness bade me ask for it to-day« 

Sl^Hoop, So did you me, my liege. 

Griy. And I, iny royal sovereign. 

K, Hen, Then, Richard, Earl of Cambridge, there 
is yours ; 
There yours, lord Scroop of Masham ; — and, sir 

knight. 
Grey of Northumberland, this same is yours: — 
Read them ; and know, 1 know your worthiness.— i- 
My lord of Westmoreland, and uncle Exeter, 
We will aboard to-night. — Why, how now, gentle* 

men? 
What see you in those papers, that you lose 
So much complexion } Look ye, how they change ! 
Their cheeks are paper ! Why, what read you there, 
That hath so cowarded and chas'd your blood 
Out of appearance? 

Cam, I confess my fault ; 
And do submit me to your highness' mercy. 

Grey, Scroop, To which we all appeal. 

K. Hefi, The mercy, that was quick in us but late, 
By your own counsel is suppressed and kill'd : 
You must not dare, for shame, to talk of mercy. 
See you, my princes, and my noble peers, 
These English monsters ! My Lord Cambridge here,— 
You know, how apt our love was, to accord 
To furnish him with all appertinents 
Belonging to his honour; and this man 
Hath, for a few light crowns, lightly conspir'd, 
And sworn unto the practices of France, 
To kill us here in Hamp tpiff/ — To the which, 
This knight — no less for bounty bound lo us 
Than Cambridge is,— hath Uk*ivi\s^ svjoiu.-^— "^xiN.^^ 



I 
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Prevented from a damned enterprise : 

My fault, but not my body, pardon, sovereign. 

K. Hen, You have conspir d against our royal per- 
son; 
Join'd with an enemy proclaimed, and from his coffers 
Received the golden earnest of our death ; 
Wherein you would have sold your king to slaughter, 
His princes and his peers to servitude, 
His subjects to oppression and contempt. 
And his whole kingdom unto desolation."-::^ 
Touching our person, seek we no reveflj?; 
But we our kingdom's safety must so tender, 
Whose ruin you tly^ee sought, that to her laws 
We do deliver y oj Go tnerefore hence, 
Poor miserable wretches, to your death ; 
The taste whereof, Heaven, of his mercy, give 
You patience to endure; and true repentance ^ 
Of all your dear offences ! — Bear them hen^|^ 
[Exeunt Grey, Scroop, and Cambridge, guarded. 
Now, lords, for France ; the enterprise whereof 
Shall be to you, as us^ like glorious. 
Then, forth, dear countrymen, 
Putting it straight in expedition ; 
Cheerly to sea; the signs of war advance ; 
No King of England, if not King of France. 

[Flourish, — Exeunt. 



8CENB II. 

Before the Boar's Head Tavern, in Eastcheap, 

Enter Nym, Pistol, Mrs. Quickly, Bardolph, 
and Boy y from the Tavern. 

Quick. 'Pr'ythee, honey-sweet husband, let me bring 
thee to Staines. 
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Boi/. Do you not remember *a saw a flea stick up- 
on Bardolph's nose ; and 'a said, it was a black soul 
burning in hell-fire? 

Bard, WeW, the fuel is gone that maintained that 
firec that's all the riches I got in his service. 

Ni/m» Shall we shogg off? The king will be gone 
from Southampton^ 

Pist. Come, let's away.— My love, give me thy 
lips. 
Look to my chattels, and my moveables : 
Go, clear thy crystals. — Yoke-fellows in arms, 
Let us to France ! like horse-leeclies, my boys, 
To suck, to suck, the very blood to suck ! 

Boi/. And that is but unwholesome food, they say. 

Pist Touch her soft mouth, and march. 

Bard, Farewell, hostess. [Kisses her, 

Nym, I cannot kiss ; thaf s the kumour of it ; biit 
«dieu. 

Pist, Let housewifery appear ; keep close, I thee 
command. 

Quick. Farewell; adieu. 
[Exeunt Nym, Ea&dolph, and Pistol, — and 
Mrs. Quickly, into theTavem. 

Boy. As young as I am, I have observed these 
three swashers. For Bardolph,— he is white-livered, 
and red-faced ; by the means whereof, 'a faces it out, 
but fights not. For Pistol, — he hath a killing 
tongue, and a quiet sword ; by the means whereof, 
'a breaks words, and keeps whole weapons. For 
Nym, — he hath heard, that men of few words are 
the best men; and therefore he scorns to say bis 
prayers, lest 'a should be thought a coward ; but his 
few bad words are matched with as few good deeds ; 
for 'a never broke any man's head but his own ; and 
that was against a post, when he was drunk. They 
will steal any thing, and call it — purchase. They 
would have me as Ikmiliar with men's pockets, as 
their gloves or their handkerchiefs \ wh\cbL xsi.^^^ 

D % 
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But that defences,, musters, preparations, 

Should be maintained, assembled, and collected, 

As were a war in expectation. 

Therefore, I say, 'tis meet we all go forth, 

To view the sick and feeble parts of France : 

But let us do it with no show of fear ; 

No, with no more, than if we heard that England 

Were busied with a whitsun morris-dance : 

For, my good liege, she is so idly king'd, 

Her sceptre so fantastically borne 

By a vai^n, gitldy, shallow, humourous youths 

That fear attends her not. 

Const. O peace. Prince Dauphin! 
You are too much mistaken in this king; 
And you shall find, his vanities fore-spent 
Were but the outside of the Roman Brutus, 
Covering discretion with a coat of folly. 

Dau. Well, 'lis not so, my lord high constable ; 
But, though we think it so, it is no matter : 
In cases of defence, 'tis best to weigh 
The enemy more mighty than he seems ; 
So, the proportions of defence are fiU'^. 

JFr. King, Think we king Harry strong; 
And, princes, look you strongly arm to meet him. 
The kindred of him hath been fiesh'd upon us ; 
And he is bred out of that bloody stJuin, 
That hunted us in our familiar paths: 
Witness our too much memorable shame. 
When Cressy battle fatally was struck. 
And all our princes captiv'd, by the hand 
Of that black nume, Edward, black prince of Wales; 
Whiles that his mountain sire, — on mountain stand- 
ing, 
Up in the air, crown'd with the golden sun, — 
Saw his heroical seed, and smil'd to see him 
Mangle the work of nature, and deface 
The patterns that by Heaven, and by French fiuhecs^ 
H ad twenty years been made* *YVi\& *\% ^ ^Vt\sk 
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> 

Edward the third, he bids you then resign 
Your crown and kingdom, indirectly held 
From him, the native and true challenger.' 

Fr, King. Or else what follows ? 

Exe, Bloody constraint; for if you hide the crown 
E'en in your hearts, there will he rake for it : 
And therefore in fierce tempest is he coming, 
In thunder, and in earthquake, like a Jove; 
That, if requiring fail, he may compell : — 
This is his claim, his threatening, and my message; 
Unless the Dauphin be in presence here, 
To whom expressly I bring greeting too. 

Jr. King, For us, we will consider of this further ; 
To-morrow shall you bear our full intent 
Back to our brother England. 

Dau, For the Dauphin, 
I stand here for him. — What to him from England ? 

Exe, Scorn and defiance ; slight regard, contempt. 
And any thing that may not misbecome 
The mighty sender^ doth he prize you at: 
Thus says my king : — and, if your father^s highness 
Do not, in grant of all demands at large, 
Sweeten the bitter mock you sent his majesty, 
He'll call you to so hot an answer for it. 
That caves and womby vaultages of France 
Shall chide your trespass, and return your mock, 
In second accent of his ordinance. 

Dau, Say, if my father render fair reply, 
It is against my will ; for 1 desire 
Nothing but odds with England; to that end. 
As matching to his youth and vanity, 
I did present him with those Paris balls. 

Exe. He'll make your Paris Louvre sihake for it : 
And, be assur'd, you'll find a difference 
Between the promise of his greener days, 
And these he masters now : — now, he weighs time 
E'en to the utmost grain ; — which you shdl read 
In your own losses, if he stay m ¥Y«iice. 
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Nym, Tray thee, lieutenant, stay ; the knocks are 
too hot ; and, for mine own part, I have not a case of 
lives : The humour of it is too hot, that is the very 
plain song of it. 

Pist, The plain song is most just; for humours do 
abound ; 
Knocks go and come ; Heaven's vassals drop and die ; 
And sword and shield, 
In bloody field. 
Doth win immortal fame. 

Boy, 'Would I were in an ale-house in London ! I 
would give all my fame for a pot of ale, and safety. 

Enter Fluellen. 

Flu. Up to the preach, you dogs! Avaunt, you 
cullions ! {Drvves them cdl off. 

Enter GowER. 

Gffw, Captain Fluellen, you must come presently 
lo the mines ; the Duke of Gloster would speak with 
you. 

Flu, To the mines ? Tell you the duke, it is not so 
good to come to the mines; for, look you, the mines is 
not according to the disciplines of the war; the con- 
cavities of it is not sufficient; for, look you, th'ath- 
versary (you may discuss unto the duke, look you,) 
is digt himself four yards under the countermines: 
I think 'a will plow up all, if there is not petter jdi- 
recti ons. 

' [A Farley sounded,] 

Goto. The town sounds a parley. 

[Flourish of Drums and Trumpets.] 

Enter King Henry, with Exeter, Oldster, 
Bedford, Westmoreland, and his Train. 

The Governor and Citizens enter on the Walls. 

K, Hen, How yet resolves the governor of the 
town ? 
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SCENE IT. 

The French Camp, 

Enter the King of France, the Dauphin, Bur- 
gundy, Bourbon, the Constable of France, 
Lords, Captain untf Soldiers. 

Fr. King, Th certain, he hath pass'd the river 
Somme. 

Const. And if he be not fought withal, my lord. 
Let us not live in France ; let us quit all, 
And give our vineyards to a barbarous people, 

Dau, Shall a few sprays of us, — 
The emptying of our- fathers* luxury. 
Our scions, put in wild and savage stock, — 
Sprout up so suddenly into the clouds, 
And overlook their grafters f 

Const, Where have they this mettle ? 
Is not their climate foggy, raw, and dull ? 
On whom, as in despite, the sun looks, pale, 
Killing their fruit with frowns } 
O, for the honour of our land, 
Let us not hang like roping icicles 
Upon our houses' thatch, whiles a more frosty peopk 
Sweat drops of gallant youth in our rich fields 

Dttu, By faith and honour 
Our madams mock at us ; 
They bid us, — to the English dancing schools. 
And teach Lavoltas high, and swift Corantos; 
Saying, our grace is only in our heels. 
And that we are most lofty runaways. 

jpr. Kingn Where is Montjoy, the herald ! Spc^rd 
him hence ; 
l^et him greet England with our sharp defiance.—* ' 
Up, princes ; and, with spirit of howwas ^^^^ 
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Mont. I shall deliver so. — ^Thanks to your high- 
ness. [Exit MoNTjoY, ivith his Attendants, 
Glost, I hope they will not come upon us now. 
K. Hen, We are in Heaven's hand, brother, not in 
theirs. 
On to the bridge ; it now draws toward night : — f 
Beyond the river we'll encamp ourselves ; 
4nd on to-morrow bid them march away. 

[March.-^Excmt 



ACT THE FOURTH. 



SCENE I. 

Kino Henry's Tent, 

Kino Henry om^OLOSTEii discovered^ 

K^Hen. Gloster, 'tis true, that we are in great 
danger ; 
I'he greater therefore should our c^ourage be. 

Enter Bedford, 

Good morrow, brother Bedford, — 

There is some squl of goodness in things evil. 

Would men ohservingly distil it out ; 

For our bad neighbour makes us early stirrers, 

Which is both healthful and good husbandry. 

Enter Sir Tkomas Erpinghau, 

Good morrow, old Sir Thomas £r^in:g}i»XA.\ 

e3 
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BCBMEY. 

The Field of Battle. 
Alarums, 

Enter the Dauphik, the Constablb or FRANCSf 

and GvAKDS, 

Dau. Mort de ma vie ! all is confounded, all ! 
Reproach and everlasting shame 
Sit mocking in our plumes. 

Const. Why, all our ranks are broke. 

Dau. O, perdurable shame! — diet's stab ourselves. 
Be these the wretches that we pla/d at dice for ! 
Is this the king we sent to for his ransom ? 

Const. Disorder, that hath spoiled us, friend us 
now ! 
Let us, .in heaps, go ofier up our lives. 

Don. We are enow yet living in the field. 
To smother up the English in our throngs, 
If any ordec might be thought upon. 

Const, ril to the throng: 
JiCt life be short ; else, shame will be too long. 

[Exeunt^ 
[Alarums J Cannon^ Skouts^ ^c] 

SCENE vi. 
Another Part of the Field of Battle. 

Alarums, Shouts, Cannon, SfC, 

Enter King Henry, Gloster, Bedford, West- 
moreland, and Troops. 

K. Hen. Well have we done, thrice valiant coun* 
trymen : 

1 5 
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But hark ! what hew alarum is this same ? 

The French have reinforc'd their scattered men ; 

Then every soldier kill his prisoners : 

Give the w©rd through. [Charge, ^c— Exeunt. 



SCENE VII. 

Another Part of the Field. 
Alarums continued. 

Enter Fluellen, and Gower. 

Flu. Kill the poys, and the luggage ! 'Tis expressly 
against the law of arms, ^is as arrant a piece of 
knavery, mark you now, as can be ofcr'd in the 
'orld : in your conscience now, is it not ? 

Gow. Tis certain,, the French have not left a boy 
alive ; and the cowardly rascals that ran away from 
the battle, have done this slaughter: besides, they 
have burned, and carried away, all that was in the 
king's tent : wherefore the king, most worthily, hath 
caused every soldier to cut his prisoner's throat. O, 
'tis a gallant king ! 

Flu. Ay, he was pom at Monmouth , Captain 
Gower: — What call you the town's name^ where 
Alexander the pig was pom ? 

Gow. Alexander the great. 

Flu. Why, I pray you, is not pig, great? The pig, 
or the great, or the mighty, or the huge, or the mag- 
nanimou;>, are all one reckonings, save the phrase is a 
little variations. 

Gow. 1 think Alexander the great was bom in 
Macedon ; his father was called — ^Philip of Macedon, 
as I take it. 

Flu. I think it is in Macedon, where Alexander is 
pom. — I tellyouy captain, if ^o^^\ooV.\Ti^<^TKK^^\ 
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Unto our brother France, and to our sister, 
Health and fair time of day : — joy and good wishes 
To our most fair and princely cousin Katharine : - 
And, as a branch and member of this royalty, 
By whom this great assembly is contrivM, 
We do salute you, Duke of Burgundy : — 
And, princes French, and peers, health to you all ! 

Jr. King, Right joyous are we to behold your 
face. 
Most worthy brother England ; fairly met : — 
So are you, princes English, every one. 

Q. Isa. So happy be the issue, brother England^ 
Of this good day, and of this gracious meeting^ 
As we are now glad to behold your eyes ; 
Your eyes, which hitherto have borne in them 
Against the French, that met them in their bent, 
The fatal balls of murdering basilisks : 
The venom of such looks, we fairly hope, 
Have lost their quality ; and that this day 
Shall change all griefs and quarrels into love. 

K, Hen. To cry " Amen" to that, thus we appear* 

Q. Isa, You English princes all, I do salute you. 

Bvr. My duty to you both, on equal love, ^ 
Great kings of France and England. That Fye la« 

bour'd 
With all my wits, my pains, and strong endeavours, 
To bring your most imperial majesties 
Unto this bar and royal interview. 
Your mightiness on both parts best can witness : 
Since then my office hath so far prevailed. 
That, face to face, and royal eye to eye, 
You have congreeted ; let it not disgrace me, 
If I demand, before this royal view. 
What rub, or what impediment, there is. 
Why that the naked, poor, and mangled peace, 
Dear nurse of arts, plenties, and joyful births. 
Should not, in this best garden of the world. 
Our fertile France, put up her lovely vi&^L^ V 
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K, Hen, O fair Katharine, if you will love me 
soundly with your French heart, I will be glad to 
hear you confess it brokenly with your English 
tongue. Do you like roe, Kate ? 

Kath. I cannot tell vat is — like me. 

K, Hen. An angel is like you, Kate ; and you are 
like an angeL 

Kath, De tongues of de man is be full of deceits.. . 

K. Hai, No, 'faith, Kate ; I know no ways to 
mince it in love, but directly to say — I love you : then,, 
if you urge me further than to say — Do you in 
faith ? I wear out my suit. Give me your answer; 
i'faith, do; and so clap hands, and a bargain! — How 
say you, lady ? 

Kath. Me understand well. 

K. Hen. Marry, if you would put me to verses, or 
to dance, for your sake, Kate, why you undid me : • 
If I could win a lady by vaulting into my saddle with 
my armour on my back, under the correction of. 
bragging be it spoken, I should quickly leap into a- 
wife : But, before Heaven, I cannot look greenly, nor 
gasp out my eloquence; nor 1 have no cunning in 
protestation, only downright oaths: which I never 
use till urged, nor never break for urging. If thou- 
canst love a fellow of this temper, Kate, — whose face 
is not worth sun-burning, that never looks into his 
glass for love of any thing he sees there, — let thine 
eye be thy cook. I speak to thee plain soldier : If - 
thou canst love me for this, take me : if not, to say 
to thee — that I shall die, is true; but — for thy love, 
by the lord, no : yet I love thee too. And while thou 
liv'st, dear Kate, take a fellow of plain and uncoined 
constancy ; for a good leg will fall, a straight back 
will stoop, a black beard will turn white; but a good 
heart, Kate', is the sun and moon; or, rather, the sun, 
and not the moon ; for it shines bright, and never 
changes, but keeps his course truly. If thou wouldst. 
have such a one, take me: take me, take a~»^Vk\K:\\ 
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REM A RKS. 



The storj of this comedy is supposed, by Pope, td 
have been taken from the fifth book of Ariosto's 
Orlando Furioso. 

Steevens says, there is as remote an original to be 
traced in Spenser's " Fairy Queen." 

" Much ado about Nothing" has more charms in its 
dialogue, than in its fable, or events. The first plot 
appears a trivial one, because all the incidents of note, 
which arise from it, are connected with persons of so 
little consequence in the piece, that their vicissitudes 
of fortune excite not that hope, fear, nor curiosity in ' 
the audience, which more important characters would 
inspire. 

Claud io and Hero are said to be in love, but they 
say so little about it themselves, that no strong sym- 
pathy is created, either by their joys, or their 
sorrows, their expectations or disappointments;— 
though, such is the reverence for justice ipnplanted in 
humankind, that every spectator feels a degree of 
delight in the final vindication of her innocence, and 
the confusion of her guilty accusers. 
Those persons, for whom the heaiU oC \fckfc ^nALv^snka 
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REMARKS. 9 

Shakspeare has given such an odious character of 
the bastard, John, in this play, and of the. bastard, 
Edmund, in King Lear, that, had those dramas been 
written in the time of Charles the Second, the author 
must have been suspected of disaffection to half the 
court. 
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MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING. 



ACT THE FIRST. 



SCENE I. 

The Court before Leonato's Home. 

Leo NATO, reading a Letter^ Hero, Beataice, and 

Baltiiasar ducwered. 

Leon, I learn in this letter, that Don Pedro, of Ar« 
ragon, comes this night to Messina. 

Balth. He is very near by this ; he was not three 
leagues ofif when I left him. 

Lt.on. How many gentlemen have you lost in this 
action ? 

Balth, But few of any sort, and none of name. 

Leon. A victory is twice itself, when the achiever 
brings home full numbers. I find here, that Don 
Pedro hath bestowed much honour on a young Flo- 
rentine, called Claudio. 

Balth. Much deserved on his part, and equally re* 
membered by Don Pedro: He hath borne himself be- 
yond the promise of his age ; doing, in the figure of 
a lamb, the feats of a lion. 

Leon. He hath an uncle here in Messinay will be 
very much glad of it. 
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And tire the bearer with a book of words: 

If thou dost love fair Hero, cherish it, 

And I will break with her. 

Was't not to this end, 

That thou began'st to twist so fine a story? 

Claud, How sweetly do you minister to love^ 
That know love's grief by his complexion ! 
But lest my liking might too sudden seem, 
I would have salv'd it with a longer treatise. 

Pedro, What need the bridge much broader than 
the flood ? 
Look, what will serve, is fit: 'tis once, thou lov'st; 
And I will fit thee with the remedy. 
I know we shall have revelling to-night ; 
I will assume thy part in some disguise, 
And tell fair Hero, I am Claudio ; 
And in her bosom Til unclasp my h^art, 
And take her hearing prisoner, with the force 
And strong encounter of my amorous tale : . 
Then, after, to her father, will I break ; 
And, the conclusion is, she shall be thine : 
In practice let us put it presently.* [Exeunt* 



SCENE II. 



A Holly in Leokato's House, 



Enter Don John amf Conrad. 

Con* What the goujere, my lord ! why are you 
thus out of measure sad ? 

John. There is no measure in the occasion that- 
breeds it, therefore the sadness is without limit. > 

Con* You should hear reason. 
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John. Will it serve for any model to build mischief 
on ? What is he, for a fool, that betroths himself *to 
unquietness? 

Bor, Marry, it is your brother's right hand. 

John. Who i the most exquisite Claudio ? 

J5or. Even he ! , 

John. A proper squire! and who, and who ? which, 
way looks he } 

Bor. Marry, on Hero, the daughter and heir of Le? 
onato. 

John. A vsry forward March chick ! Come, come; 
let us thither; this may prove food to my displeasure ; 
that young start-up hath all the glory of my over- 
throw: if I can cross him any way, I bl^s myself 
every way. You are both sure, and will assist me? 

Con. To the death, my lord. 

John. Let us- to the great supper; their cheer is thc^ 
greater, that I am subdued* 'Would the cook were 
of my mind ! [Exeunt. 



ACT THE SECOND. 



SCENE I. 



A Boom in Leonato's Home* 



Enter Leonato and Antonio 

Leon. How came you to this? 
Ant. I tell you, the prince and Count Claudio^ 
walking iu the thick-pleached alley of thA otcV^^^^ 
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ray apparel, and make him my waiting-gentlewoman ? 
He that hath a beard, is more than a youth ; and he 
that hath no beard, is less than a man : and he that is 
more than a youth, is not for me ; and be that is less 
than a man, I am not for him : Therefore I will even 
take sixpence in earnest of the bear-herd, and lead 
his apes into hell. 

Ant. [To Hero.] Well, niece, I trust, you will be 
ruled by your father? 

Beatr. Yes, faith ; it is my cousin's duty to make 
a courtesy, and say, " Father, as it please you :" — but 
yet for all that, cousin, let him be a handsome fellow, 
or else make another courtesy, and say, " Father, as it 
please me." 

Leon. Well, niece, I hope to see you one day fitted 
with a husband. 

Beatr. Not till Heaven make men of some other 
metal than earth. Would it not grieve a woman to 
be over mastered with a piece of valiant dust? to make 
account of her life to a clod of wayward marie ? No, 
uncle, ril none : Adam's sons are my brethren, and 
truly, I hold it a sin to match in my kindred. 

Ant. Niece, remember what I told you: if the 
prince do solicit you in that kiml, you know your an- 
swer, 

Beatr. The fault will be in the musick, cousin, if 
you be not wooed in good time : if the prince be too 
important, tell him, there is a measure in every thing, 
and so dance out the answer. For, hear me. Hero, 
wooing, wedding, and repenting, is a Scotch jig, a 
measure, and a cinque-pace: the first suit is hot and 
hasty, like a Scotch jig, and full as fantastical ; the 
wedding, mannerly modest, as a measure full of state 
and ancientry; and then comes repentance, and, with 
his bad legs, falls into the cinque-pace faster and fas- 
ter, till he sink into his grave. 

Leon, Cousin, you apprehend passing shrewdly. 
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none but libertines delight in him; and the com 
mendation is not in his wit, but in hi^ vilian-y ; for lie 
both pkaiieth men, and angers them, aod then they 
laugh at him, and beat him ; I am sure, he is in the 
fleet ; I would he had boarded me. 

Bened. When I know the gentleman. Til tell him 
what you say. 

Beatr, Do, do ; he'll but break a comparison or 
two on me; which, peradventure, not marked, or not 
laughed at, strikes him into nvelancholy ; and tben 
there's a partridge wing saved, for the£ool will efit «k>. 
supper that night. ' , 

[The Company kegmmag to ieact the HoTm. 
We must follow the leaders. 

[Musick, — Exeunt all hvt Dov Jobn, Bo- 
RACHJo, andCi»A\M>io. 
John. Sure, my brother is amorous on Hera, and 
bath withdrawn her father, to bresk with him about 
it : The ladies follow her, and but one visor remains; 
fior. And that is Claudio: i know him by his bearing. 
John. Are not you Si<;nior Benedick ? 
Claud. Y^ou know me well ; I am he. 
John. Sjgnior, you are very near my brother in 
his love: he is enamoured on Hero; I pray you, dis- 
suade him from her, she is no equal for his birth: you 
may do the part of an honest man in it. 
.Claud. How know you he loves her? 
John. I heard him swear his affection. 
Bor. So did I too ; and he swore he would marry 
her to-night. 

John, Come, let us to the banquet. 

[Exeunt Don John and Borachio. 
Claud. Thus answer I in name of Benedick, 
But hear these ill news w-ith the ears of Claudio-— .— 



»'V 



ris certain so; — The prince wooes for himself. 
Friendship is constant in all other things. 
Save in the office and affairs of love : 
Therefore, all hearts in love use ihelt ovTi \«fi^^&\ 
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Bened, Troth, my lord, I played the part of lady 
Fame. I found him here as melancholy as a lodge 
in a warren ; I told him, and, I think, I told him 
true, that your grace had got the good will of his 
young lady ; and I offered him my company to a wili* 
low tree, either to make him a garland, as being for« 
saken, or to bind him up a rod, as being worthy to 
be whipt. 

Pedro. To be whipt ! what's his fault ? 

Bened* The flat transgression of a school boy ; who, 
being overjoyed with finding a bird's nest, shows it 
his companion, and he steals it. 

Pedro. Wilt thou make a trust a transgression? The 
transgression is in the stealer. 

Bened. Yet it had not been amiss, the rod had 
been made, and the garland too; for the garlancThe 
might have worn himself; and the rod he might have 
bestowed on you> who, as I take it, hai^e stolen his 
bird's nest. 

. Pedro. I will but teach them to sing, and restort 
them to the owner. 

Bened. If their singing answer yovtr saying, by my 
faith, you say honestly. 

Pedro. The Lady Beatrice hath a quarrel to you ; 
the gentleman, that danced with her, told her, she is 
much wronged by you. 

Bened, Wronged ! she wronged ! she misused me 
past the endurance of a block ; an oak, but with one 
<green leaf on it, would have answered her; my very 
visor began to assume life, and scold with her; She 
told me, not thinking I had been myself, that I was 
the prince's jester ; and that 1 was duller than a great 
•thaw ; huddling jest upon jest, with such impossible 
conveyance, upon me, that I stood like a man at a 
mark, with a whole army shooting at me : She speaks 
poignards, and every word stabs : if her breath were 
as terrible as her terminations, there were no living 
-near her,, she would infect to the north 8tar%,l ^wM. 



^ 
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mach, be shall fall in love with Beatrice. If We can 
do this, Cupid is no longer an archer ; his glory shall 
be ours, for we are the only love gods. Go in with 
me^ and I will tell you my drift. [Exeunt, 



SCENE II. 



A Hall in Leonato's Home. 



Enter Don John and Borachio. 

Jqhn. It is so ; the Count Claudio shall marry the 
daughter of Leonato. 

Bor. Yea, my lord ; but I can cross it. 

John. Any bar, any cross, any impediment, will 
be medicinable to me : I am sick in displeasure to 
him; and whatsoever comes athwart his affection, 
ranges evenly with mine. How canst thou cross this 
marriage } 

Bor, Not honestly, my lord ; but so covertly, that 
too dishonesty shall appear in me. 

John. Sho\f me briefly how. 

Bor. I think, I told your lordship, a year since, 
how much I am in the favour of Margaret, the wait- 
ing gentlewoman to Hero. 

John. 1 remember. 

Bor. I can, at any unseasonable instant of the 
night, appoint her to look out at her lady's chamber 
window. 

John. What life is in that, to be the death of this 
marriage ? 

Bor. The poison of that lies in you to temper. 
Go you to the prince, your broth«ir ; spare not to 
tell him, that he hath wronged his ho\iOM\ *\\\\sias\Y 
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SCEN£ III. 



Leonato's Garden. 



Enter Benedick. 

Btned, I do much wonder, that one man^ seeing 
how much another man is a fool when he dedicates 
his behaviours to love, will, after he hath laughed at 
such shallow tollies in others, become the argument 
of his own scorn, by falling in love : and such a man 
is Claudio. I have known when there was no music 
with him but the drum and the fife ; and now had 
he rather hear the tabor and the pipe : I have known 
when he would have walked ten mile afoot, to see a 
good armour; and now will he lie ten nights awake, 
carving the fashion of a new doublet. He was wont 
to speak plain, and to the purpose, like an honest 
man, and a soldier; and now he is turned ortho- 
grapher ; his words are a very fantastical banquet, 
just so many strange dishes. May I be so converted, 
aind see with these eyes ? I cannot tell ; I think not : 
1 will not be sworn, but love may transform me to an 
oyster ; but Til take my oath on it, till he have made 
«n oyster of me, he shall never make me such a fool. 
One woman is fair ; yet I am well : another is wise; 
yet 1 am well : another virtuous ; yet I am well : but 
till all graces be in one woman, one woman shall -not 
come in my grace. Rich she shall be, that's cer- 
tain; wise, or Til none; virtuous, or Til never 
ciuapen her; fair, or Til never look on her : mild, 
ur come not near me ; noble, or not I ; of good dis- 
course, an excellent musician, and her hair shall he. 
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you told me of to-day? that yotfrniec^, Beatrice, 
was in love with Signior Benedick ? [Tke^ ait, 

Claud. O, ay : — [Jhde,] Stalk on, stalk on ; the 
fowl sits. — I did never think that lady would have 
loved any man, 

Leon, No, nor I neither; but most wonderful, 
that she should so dote on Signior Benedick, whom 
she hath, in all outward behaviours, seemed ever to 
abhor. 

Bencd, Is't possible ? Sits the wind in that corner? 

Leon. By my troth, my lord, I cannot tell what to 
think of it ; but that she loves him with an enraged 
affectiun, — it is past the inBuite of thought. 

Pedro. May be, she doth but counterfeit. 

Claud. 'Faith, like enough. 

Leon. Counterfeit 1 There never was counterfeit of 
passion came so near the life of passion, as she dis- 
covers it. 

Pedro. Why, what effiscts of passion shows she ? 

Claud. [Aside.l Bait the hook well ; this fish will 
bite. 

Leon. What effects, my lord ! She will sit you, 

You heaid my daughter tell you how. 

Claud. She did, indeed. 

Pedro. How, how, I pray you ? You amaze me : I 
virould have thought her spirit had been invincible 
against all assaults of affection. 

Leon. I would have sworn it had, my lord ; espe- 
cially against Benedick. 

Bened. I should think this a gull, but that the 
white-bearded fellow speaks it: knavery cannot, 
sure, hide himself in such reverence. 

Claud. Aside. He hath ta'^n the affection ; hold it 

up. 

Pedro. Hath she made her affection known to 

Benedick ? 

Leon. No; and swears she never will: that's her 
torment. 
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bear myself proudly, if I perceive the lore <;oii*efrbni 
her: tht7«ay too, thatrhe will rAthfpr di% tbati gfvc 
any sign of affection. — I did never think to marry t— 
I must not soem prpud : liappy are they that hear 
Jtheir detractions, and can put them to mending. 
They say, the lady is fair; 'tis a truth, I can bear 
them witness : and virtuous;— 'tis so, I cannot re- 
prove it: and wise, — but for loving me: — By my 
troth, it is no addition to her ^t ; — nor no great ar* 
guraent of her folly, for I will be horribly in love with 
her. — I may chance have some odd quirks and rem- 
nants o( wit broken on ' me, because I have railed 
so long against marriage : But dbth not the appetite 
alter? A man loves the meat in his youth, that he 
cannot endure in his age: — Shall quips, and sen- 
tences, and these paper bullets of the brain, awe a 
man from the career of his humour? No: the world 
must be peopled. When I said, I would die a bache- 
lor, I did not think I should live till I were married. 
— Here comes Beatrice: By this day, she's a fair 
lady : 1 do spy some marks of love in her. 

Enter Beatrice. 

Beatr. Against my will, I am tent to bid you come 
in to dinner. 

Bened. Fair Beatrice, I thank you for your pains. 

Beatr. I took no more pains for those thanks, than 
you take pains to thank me ; if it had been painful, I 
would not have come. 

Bened, You take pleasure, then, in the message ? 

Beatr. Yea, just so much as you may take upon 
9l knife's point, and choke a daw withal : — You have 
no stomach, signior ; fare you well. \^Exit. 

Bened, Ha ! ** Against my will, I am sent to bid 
you come in to dinner" — there's a double meaning in 
that. ^* I took no more pains for those thanks^ tlv^w 
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My talk to thee must be, how Benedick 
Is sick in love with Beatrice : of this matter 
Is little Cupid's crafty arrow made. 
That only wounds by hearsay. 

Enter Beatrice, on one Side. 

[Aside,] Now begin ; 

For look where Beatrice, like a lapwing, runs 

Close by the ground, to hear our conference. 

Urs. [AMe.] Fear you not my part of the dia- 
logue. 

Hero, No, truly, Ursula, she is too disdainful ; 
I know, her spirits are 96 coy and wild 
As haggards of the rock. 

Urs, But are you sure, 
'That Benedick loves Beatrice so entirely > 

Hero. So says the prince, and my new-trothed lord. 
They did intreat me to acquaint her of it : 
But I persuaded them, if they lov'd Benedick, 
To wish him wrestle with affection. 
And never to let Beatrice know of it. 

Urs, Why di^ou so ? Doth not the gentleman 
Deserve as full, as fortunate a bed, ^ 

As ever Beatrice shall couch upon ? 

Hero, O, god of love ! I Jcnow, he doth deserve 
As much as may be yielded to a man : 
But nature never fram'd a woman's heart 
Of prouder stuff than that of Beatrice; 
Disdain and scorn ride sparkling in her eyes, 
Misprising what they look on ; and her wit 
Values itself so highly, that to her 
All matter jelse seems weak : she cannot love. 
Nor take no shape,^ nor project of affection. 
She is so self-endeared. 

Urs, Sure, I think so ; 
And therefore, certainly, it were not good 
She knew his love, lest sht make »port at if* 
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Hero* If it pibves so, then loving goes bjr haps: 
Some Cupid kills with arrows, some with traps. 

[Exeunt Hbro afulUR8U]«A« 

Beatrice advances. 

B$atr. What fire is in mine ears? Can this be true^ 

Stand 1 condemned for pride and scorn so mucht 
Contempt, farewell ! and maiden pride, iidieu ! 

No glory lives behind the back of^ch. 
And, Benedick, love on, I will requite thee : 

Taming my wild heart to thy loving hand ; 
If thou dost love, my kindness shall incite thee 

To bind our hopes up in a holy band : 
For others say, thou dost deserve ; and I 
Believe it better than reportingly. [Exit. 



SCEKB II. 



A Hall in Leokato's House. 



Enter Don Pedro, Leokato^ Claudiq, and 

Bekeoick. . . . 

Pedro. I do but stay till your marriage be con* 
summatc, and then go I toward Arragon. 

Claud. Ill bring you thither,' my Idrd, if you,'!! 
vouchsafe me. 

• Pedro. Nay, I will only be bold with Benedick 
for his company ; for, from the crown of his head- to 
the sole of his foot, he is all mirth ; he hath twice or 
thrice cut Cupid's bow-string, and the little hangman 
dare not shoot at him : he hath a heart as sound a& a 
bell, and his tongue is the clapper; for what his 
heart thinks, his tongue speaks. 

R 
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Pedro. For my life, to break with him about 
Beatrice. 

Claud. Tis even 8p : Hero and Margaret have> by 
this time, played , their parts with Beatrice.; and theii 
the two bears will not bite one anotner, when they 
meet. 

Enter Don Johit. 

John. My lord and brother, Heaven saye you ! 

Pedro. Gopd den. brother- 

John> If your leisure served, I would speak witl^ 
you. 

Pedro. In private ? 

John. If it please you ; — yet Count Claudio may 
hear ; for what I would speak of, concerns him. 

Pedro. What's the matter? 

John. Means your lordship to be married to-mor* 
row ? 

Pedro. You know, he does. 

John. I know not that, when he. knows what 1. 
Icnow. 

Claud. If there be any impediment, I pray you, 
disco veir it. 

John. You may think, I love you not; let that 
appear hereafter, and aim better at me by that I now 
will manifest : for my brother, I think, he holds you 
well ; and, in dearness of heart, hath holp to effect 
your ensuing marriage : surely, suit ill spent, and la* 
bour ill bestowed ! 

Pedro. Why, what's the matter? 

John. I came hither to tell you, and, circum- 
stances shortened, for she hath too long been a talk- 
ing of, the lady is disloyal. 

CUmd. Who? Hero! 

John. Even she ; Leonato's Hero, your Hero, every 
man's Flero. 

Claud. Disloyal ! 

John, The word is too. good i6 paint out hex mck* 



Ideiofi fihosen for th^ prinp^'s M^atco* , . ' ' 

Pirges, WdL cive them th^r cbar&e. nefihbout 
Dogberry. ... . . .;. . ".' "*'^ 

>A^^. Fjr»ty who ibLgik ypu the most desartl^s^ 
inan IP be constable ? 

Verges, Hugh Oatcake, sir, or George 'Seado&F/ 
for they can write and read. ' ^ -j > 

Dogb. Cpme hither, neighbour SeaccMil: Hel^veh 
bMb.blesft'cl ypu with a good. name,: to be a w^IiYa- 
vouTii vfi^t^ i$ the gift of fortune; but to Viite and 
re^ijl jcoipas by'iiature. " 

Sea. Both which, Master Constable,—— \ 

rA?il^* You have, ' 

Sea, I have. 

Dogb» I knew it would t^ your answer. Well, fdt 
your / favpur, air, why,, gjve Meaven thanks, ^nd 
make no boast of it; and for your writing and 
reediiig^ let that app^r when there is no need c/f 
such vanity. You are thought here to be the most 
aeaieleiis and fit man for the constable of the watch' ; 
therefore, bear you the lantern : This is your charge; 
You shall comprehend all vagrom men ; you are to 
bid any man stand, in the prince's name* 

Sea* How if he will not stand ? 

Dogb. Why, then take no note of him^ but let 
him go ; and presently call the rest of the watch to- 
gether, and thank Heaven you are rid of a knave. 

Verges. If he will not stand when he is bidden, he 
is none of the prince's subjecst. 

Dogb, True ; and they are to meddle with none 
but the prince's subjects : — You shall also make no 
noise in the streets; for, for. the watth to babble aiid 
talk, is most tolerable, and not to be endured. 

Sea. We will rather sleep than talk ; we know 
what belongs to a watch. 

Dogb. Why 9 you speak like an ancient and most 
qfhet watchman ; for 1 cannot see how sleeping should 

»3 



knows tbe s^uesy he may stay' Mm :^ marry ,*iM 
without the prince be willing : for, indeedVthe watdi 
ought to offend no man ; and it is an ol^nce^to stiy 
a man against his will. 

Virgtt. By'rlady, I think^ it be so. "' ^ * * , 
Dogb. Ha! ha! ha! Well, masters, good* nigbO: 
an there be any matter of weight chances, call qp 
me : keep your fellow's counsels and your own, add 
good ni^t. — Come, neighbour. . ' 

[Exeunt Doobbrrt ami Vraoss. 
Sec. Well, masters, we hear our charge : let ^ lis 
•gO'Sit upon the church-bench till two^ and then all 
to bed. 

Enter Dogberry and Verges/ 

Dogb, One word more, honest neighbours: I pray 
yon, watch about Signior Xiconato's door; for the 
jwedding being there to-morrow, there is a ^eat coil 
to-night : Adieu ! be vigilant, I beseech you. 

[Exeunt Dogberry tmd Vergbs. 

Enter BoRACijio. 

Bor. What, Conrade ! — 
Sesi [Aside*] Peace, stir not. 
Bor. Conrade, 1 say I 

Eater Cokbade. 

Con, Here, roan, I am at thy elbow. 
'Bor. Stand thee dose, then; and I will, like a 
time drunkard, utter all to thee. 

Sea. [Aside.] ^ome treason, masters; yet stand 
close. 

Bor. Therefore know, I have earned of Don John 
a thousand ducats. 

Can, Is it possible that any villany should be so 
dear ) 

Bvr. Thou shouldst rather ask, if it were possible 
any v'Ma^j should be so rich for , ^Kttv \v^^ nSS^ak^ 
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sbaine lier witli what he sarw.over nighty and isend her 
home again without a husband. 

Sea. We charge you in the prince's nsme, stand ! 

Oat. Call up the right tDa8|er constftblo: [Exit a 
Watchman.] We have here recovered the most dai^ 
gerous piece of lechery that ever wm known in the 
commonwealth. 

Sta. And one Deformed is one of them ; I know 
him ; he wears a lock. 

Cm. Masters, masters,-^ 

Sea, You'll be made bring Deformed forth, I war* 
rant you. 

CoH. Masters, — 

SetL Never speak ; we charge you, let us obey 
you to go with us. [Exeunt^ 



8Ca«E IV. 



Hero's Apartment in Leokato's House. 



Enter Hero, Margaret, and Ursula. 

Hero. Good Ursula, wake my cousin Beatrice, and 
desire her to rise. 
Urs. I will, lady. 
Hero. And bid her come hither. [Exit Ursula. 

* Mdrg. Here she comes. 

Enter Beatrice. 

Hero. Good morrow, coz. 

Beatr. Good morrow, sweet Hero. 

* Hero, Why, how now ! do you speak in the sick 
tiitj*? 



' T ^- ' 



M 



tWENV v.] MUCH ADO ABOUT KOTHIIIO. 47 

Dogb, MetTtj, thw it is, sir ! 

Vtrges. Yes, in triith it is, sir ! 

Leon. What iis it, my good friends ? 

Dogb, Goodman Verges, sir, speaks a little off the 
matter : an old man, sir, and his wits are not so blunt, 
as, Heaven help, I would desire they were ! but, in 
faith, honest as the skin between his brows. 

Verges, Yes, I thank Heaven, I am as honest ai 
any man living, that is an old mati, and no honester 
than I. 

Dogb, Comparisons are odorous : palabras, neigh- 
bour Verges. 

Leon, Neighbours, you arc tedious. 

Dogb, It pleases your worship to say so, but we are 
the poor duke's officers ; but, truly, for mine own 
part, if I v^ere as tedious as a king, I could find in my 
Iteart to bestow it all of your worship. 

Leon, AH thy tediousness on me, ha? 

Dogb, Yea, and 'twere a thousand times more than 
'tis; fori hear as good exclamation on your worship, 
as of any man in the city ; and though I be but a 
poor man, I am glad to hear it. 

Verges, And so am I. 

Leon. I would fain know what you have to say. 

Verges, Marry, sir, our watch to-night, excepting 
your worship's presence, have ta'en a couple of as ar- 
sant knaves as any in Messina. 

Dogb, A good old man, sir ; — he will be talking — 

as they say, When the age is in, the wit is out ; 

Heaven help us ! it is a world to see ! — Well said, 
i'faith, neighbour Verges ! — An two men ride of a 
horse, one must ride behind : — An honest soul, i'faith, 
fir ! by my troth, he is, as ever broke bread ! but, 
Heaven is to be worshipped — All men are not alike ; 
alas, good neighbour I 

Leon. Indeed, neighbour, he comes too short of you. 

'Dogb, Gifts, that Heaven gives. 

Leon, I must leave you. 
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\ You come liither, my lord, to.marr^ this 
lady? 

JOmd. No. 

Leon^ To be married to her. Friar ; you come to 
: many her* 

Briar., Lady» you come hither to be married to 
this count? 

HerOn I do. 
. : Friar. If either of you know any inward, impedi* 
is^^t» why you should not be conjoined, 1 charge 
. yon, on your souls, to utter it. 

Claud* . Know you any. Hero ? 

Hero. None, my lord. 

Friar. Know you any, Count ? 

Leon. I dare make his answer, none. 

Ckufd, Oh, what men dare do ! what men may do ! 
vrbat men daily dp ! 

Bened. How now ? Interjections ? 

Claud. Stand thee by. Friar: — Father^ by your 
leave; 
Will you, with free and unconstrained soul, 
Give roe this maid, your daughter ? 

Leon. As freely, son, as Heaven did give her me. 

Claud. And what have I to give you back, whose 
worth 
May counterpoise this rich and precious gift ? 

Pedro. Nothing, unless you render her again. 

Claud. Sweet prince, you learn me noble thankful- 
.ness. — 
Hiere, Leonato, take her back again ; 
She's but the sign and semblance of her honour : 
Behold, how like a maid she blushes here ! 
O, what authority and show of truth, 
Can cunning sin cover itself withal ! 
She knows the heat of a luxurious bed : 
Her blush is guiltiness, not modesty. 
4>oii.. WhaX.^o you mean, my lord ? 
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Claud, Marry, that can Bcra; 
Hero itself can blot oot Hero's virtue. 
What man was he, lalk'd with you yesfternight. 
Out at your window, betwixi tVehre and one? 
Now, if you are a maid, answer to this. 
Hero. 1 talked with no tiwa at thttt iioiir, my lord. 
Pedro, LeonatOy 
1 am sorry, you must hear ; — Upon mine honour^ 
Myself, my brother, and this grieved coont. 
Did see her, hear her, at that hour last night, 
Talk with a ruffian, at her chamber window; 
IVho hath, indeed, most like a liberal villain^ 
Confe^'d the vile encounters they have had 
A thousand times in secret. 
John, Fie, fie ! they are 
Not to be nam'd) my lord, not to be spoke of; 
There is not chastity enough in language. 
Without offence, to utter Ihem : Thus, pretty lady, 
I am sorry for thy much misgovemment. 

Claud. O Hero, what an angel hadst thou been, 
If half thy outward graces had been plac*d 
About the thoughts and couns^ of thy heart ! 
But, fare thee well, mpst ibiU, mosit fiair ! farewell ! 
For thee, Fll lock up all the gates of love. 
And on my eye>lids, shall conjecture hang, 
To turn all beauty into thoughts of harm. 
And never shall it more be gracious. [Hero twoeM. 
Xeoit, Hath no man's dagger here a point for me? 
Bioip.. Why, how now, cousin ? wherefore sink yom 
down? 
[Exeunt Don Peoro, Doh Jo]iK,andCLAUPio. 
Bened, How doth the lady? 
Beatr. Dead, I think ; — Help, uncle! — 
Hero I why, Hero! uncle! Signior Benedick ! Friar I 

Leon. O fate, take not away thy heavy hand ! 
Death is the fairest cover forhershamei 
That may be wish'd for. 

Beatr. How row, cousin Hero ^ 
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My reverence, calling, nor divinity; 

If this sweet lady lie not guiltle&s here, . 

Under some biting error. 

LeoH. Friar, it cannot be : 
Thou seest, that all the grace that she hath left, 
Is, that she will no^ add to her damnation, 
A sin of perjury : she nqt denies it : 
Why seek'st thou, then, to cover with excuse 
That, which appears in proper nakedneM? 

Friar La^y, what man is he,yott are accus'd of? 

Hero. Hiey know, that do accuse me : I know 
none : 
If I know more of any man. alive. 
Than that, which maid«n modesty doth warrant, 
Let all my sins la^rk m^rcy ! O my father. 
Prove you that any m^u with me conversed 
At hours unmeet, or that 1 yesternight 
Maintained the ch^oge of words with any creature. 
Refuse me, hate me, torture me to di^atb. 

Friar, There is Aome strange misprision in the 
princes. 

Bened, Two of them have tlie very bent of honour ; 
And if their wisdoms be misled in this. 
The practice of it lives in John, the bastard. 
Whose spirits toil in frames of villanies. 

Le<m. 1 know not; if they speak, but truth of her, 
These hands shall tear her; if they wrong her honour, 
The proudest of them shall well hear of it. 

Friar* Pause awhile. 
And let my counsel sway you is this case. 
Your daughter here, the princes left for de&d; 
Let her a while be secretly kept in. 
And publisb it, that she is dead indeed. 

Leon, What shall become of tbis? what will thrtt 
do? 

Friar. She dying, as it mus< be maintain*d, 
Upon the instant that she was accus'd, . 

Shall be laJBeot£d9{>jty'd,7an4-eiL6Ut'4t 
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6CBME II. 



A Prison, 



E»Ur tie Sexton, Dogberry, Verges, Seacoal, 

and OATCiiKE. 

JDogh, l8 our whole diaseinbly fl|^ared ? 

Verges, :0, a stool and a cushion for the sexton ! 

^eston. Which be the malefactors? 

I)ogb. Marry, that am I, and my partner. 
. Verges, Nay, that's certain ; vre have the exhibi- 
tion to examine. 

. Sexton* But which are the offenders that are to be 
fxamined ? let them come .before Master Constable. 

Dogb, Yea, marry, let them come before me. 

[Seacoaju beckons to the Watch. 

Enter Watch, bringing in Boracbio and Cokra]>x. 

What is your name, friend ^ 

Bor, Borachio. 

Dogb, Pray write down Borachio. — ^Yours, sirrah! 

Con, I am 9 gentleman, sir, and my name is Con- 
rade. 

Dogb, Write down Master Geutleman Conrade. — 
Idasters, do you serve Heaven ? 

Con. and Bor, Yes, sir, we hope* 

Dogb, Write down, that they hope they serve 
Heaven — and write Heaven first ; for Heaven defend 
but Heaven should go before such villains ! — Mas- 
ters, it is proved already, that you are little better 
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Sea. This is all. 

Sexton. And this is more, masters, than you can 
deny. Prince Johij is this morning, secretly stolen 
away : Hero was in this manner accused, in this very 
manner refused, and, upon the grief of this, suddenly 
died« — Master Constable, let these men be bound, 
and brought to Leonato's. — I will go before, and show 
him their examination. [Exit. 

Dogb.' Come, let them be opinioned. — Come, bind 
them. — Thou naughty varlet ! 

Con. Away, you are an ass ! you are an ass ! 

Dogb, Dost thou not suspect my place ? Dost thou 
not'suspect my years ? O that he were here, to write me 
down, an ass ! — but, masters, remember, that I am an 
ass ; though it be not written down, yet forget not, 
that I am an ' ass : — No, thou villain, thou art foil 
of piety, as shall be proved upon thee, by good wit- 
less 1— I am a wise fellow; and^ which is more, an 
officer; and, which is more, an householder; and, 
which is more, as pretty a piece of flesh, as any in 
Messina! and one that knows the law, go to; and a 
rich fellow enough, go to; and a fellow, that hath had 
losses ;' and one that hath two gowns, and every thing 
handsome about him: — Bring nim away. O, that 1 
had been writ down — an a$a! [Exe$mt=, 
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Ant. Here comes the prince, and Claudio, hastily. 

£nter Don Pedro and CLAVDiOr 

Pedro. Good den, good den. 

Claud. Good day to both of you. 

Leon. Hear you, my lords — — 

Pedro, We have some haste, Leonato. 

Leon. Some haste, my lord ! — well, isae you well, 
my lord : 
Ar? yo;u so hasty now ? — well, all is one. 

Pedro. Nay, do not quarrel with us, good old man. 

Ant. If he could right himself with quarrelling, ' 
Some of us would lie low. 

Claud. Who wrongs him ? 

Jj€on. Marry, thou dost wrong me, thou dissem- 
bler, thou ! 
Nay, never lay thy hand upon thy sword, 
I fear thee not. 

Claud. Marry, beshrew my hand. 
If it should give your age such cause of fear ! 
In faith| my hand meant nothing to my sword. 

Leon. Tush, tush, man, never fleer and jest at me ! 
I speak not like a dotard, nor a fool, 
As, under privilege of age, to brag 
What I have done being young, or what would do, , 
Were I not old : Know, Claudio, to thy head,. 
Thou hast so wrong'd my innocent child, and me. 
That I ani forc'd to lay my reverence by ; 
And, with grey hairs, and bruise of many days. 
Do challenge thee to trial of a man : 
I say, thou hast belied my innocent child. 

Peidro.'YovL say not right, old man. 

Leon. My lord, my lord, 
I'll prove it on his body, if he dare ; 
Despite his nice fence, and his active practice, 
His May of youth, and bloom of lustyhood. 

Claud. Away, I will not have to do with you L 

Leon. Cansc thouso daflf me? 

a 
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Ben^d, Good day, my. lord. 

Pedro. Welcome, Signior ! 
You are almost come to part almost a fray. 

Claud, We had like to have had our two nonet 
snapped off, with two old men without teeth. 

Pedro, Leouato and his brother: What think'st 
thou? Had we fought^I doubt, we should have been 
too young for them. ,  

Belted. In a false quarrel, there is no true valour. 
I came to seek you both. 

Claud, Wc have been up and down to seek thee ; 
for we are high proqf melancholy, and would lam 
have it beaten away.: Wilt thou use thy wit? 

Bened, It is in my scabbard ; shall I draw it ! 

Pedro. As I am an honest man, he. looks pale!— ^ 
Art thou sick, or angry ? 

Claud, What ! courage, man ! What, though care 
killed a cat, thou hast mettle enough tn.tbee to kill 
care. 

Bened. Sir, I shall meet your wit in the career^ if 
you charge it against me ; I pray you, chose another 
subject. 

Pedro. By this light, he changes more and mora! 
I think, he be angry, indeed ! 

Claud, If he be, he knows how to turn his girdle* 

Bened. Shall I speak a word in your ear ? 

CUmd, Heaven bless me from a challengie ! 

Bened. You area villain! I jest not — I willmak6 
it good, how you dare, with what you dare, and when' 
you dare :-=-Do me right, or I will protest your cow- 
ardice. You have killed a sweet lady, and her deatlfat 
shall fall heavy on you ! Let me hear from you. 

Claud. Well, I will meet you, so I may have good 
cheer. 

Pedro, What, a feast, a feast ! 

Claud, rfaith, I thank him, he hath bid mt to a 
calve's head ; the which, if I do not carve most cu-^ 
liously^ say my knife's naught* 
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bcflied a lady; thirdly, they have veri6ed unjust 
things : and, to conclude, they are lying knaves. 

Pedro. First, I ask ihee, what they have done; 
thirdly, I ask thee what's their offence ; sixth and last- 
ly, why they are committed; — and, to conclude, 
what you lay to thdr charge. 

Claud, Rightly reasoned, and in his own division. - 

Pedro. Whom have you offended, masters, that you 
fire thus bound to your answer f this learned con- 
stable is too cunning to be understood : — What's your 
ofience ? 

Bor. Sweet prince, let me go no farther to mine 
answer ; do yon hear me, and let this count kill me. 
I have deceived even your very eyes : what your wis- 
doms could not discover, these shallow fools have 
brought to light ; who, in the night, overheard me 
confessing to this man, how Don John, your brother, 
incensed me to slander the Lady Hero; how you were 
brought into the orchard, and saw me court Margaret, 
in Hero's garments ; how you disgraced her, when 
* you sliould marry her: my villany they have upon 
record, which, I had rather seal with my death, than 
repeat over to my shame : the lady is dead, upon 
mine and my master's false accusation ; and, briefly, 
I desire nothing but the reward of a villain, ' 

Pedro. Runs not this speech like iron through your 
blood ? 

Claud. I have drunk poison, whiles he uttered it* 

Pedro^ But did ray brother set thee on to thisf 

JBor. Yea, and paid me richly for the practice of it. 

Pedro, He is composed and fram'd of treachery :■— 
And fled he is upon this villany. 

Claud. Sweet Hero ! now thy image doth appear 
Jn the rare semblance that I lov'd it first. 

Dogb. Come, bring away the plaintifis ; by this time> 
our sexton hath reformed Signior Leonato of the mat- 
ter: And, masters, do not forget to specify, when tim^ 
^d plf^ce shall serve, that I am axK a%%^ 

Q 3 
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Your over kindness doth wring tears from me ! 
I do embrace your offer, and dispose 
For henceforth of poor Claudio. 

Leon. To-morrow, then, I will expect your com- 
ing, 
To-night, 1 take my leave* 

[Eseunt Pbsro md Cl^ivdio. 
This naughty man 

Shall face to face be brought to Margaret, 
IVho, I believe, was pack'd in all this wrong* 
- Bor,' No, by my soul, she was not;. 
Nor knew not what she did, when she spoke to me ; 
But always hath been just and virtuous, . 
In any thing that I do know, by her* 

Dogb. Moreover, sir, which indeed, is not under 
white and black, this plaintiff here, the offender, did 
call me ass: 1 beseech yeu, let it be remembered in 
his punishment. 

Leon. I. thank thee, for4hy care and honest pains. 

Dogb. Your worship speaks like a most thankful 
and reverend youth ; and I praise Heaven for you ! 

Leon. There's for thy pains. 
. Dogb. Heaven save the foundation ! 

Leon. Go, I discharge thee, of thy prisoner, and I 
thank thee. 

Dogb. I leave an errant knave with your worship ; 
which, I beseech your worship to correct. yourself, for 
the example of others. Heaven keep your worship — 
I wish your worship . well — Heaven restore you to 
health ! I humbly give you leave to depart ; and, if 
a merry meeting may be wished. Heaven prohibit it! 
—-Come, neighbour, 

[Exeunt Dogberry, Verges, t/ie Sxxtov, 
Sbacoal, Oatcake, flnrf the Watch. 

Leon. . Bring you these fellows on ; we'll talk with 
Margaret, 
How her acquaintance grew with this lewd ftllow. 

^£sev»A« 
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Withdraw into a chamber by yourselves ; 
And, when I send for you, come hither mask'd : 
The prince and Claudio promis'd by this hour 
To visit me : — You know your office, brother; 
You must be father to your brother's daughter, 
And give her to young Claudio. 

jint. Which I will do with a confirmed countenani^e. 

Bened. Friar, I must entreat your pains, I think. 

Friar, To do what, signior ? 

Bened. To bind me,, or undo me, one of them.— 
Signior Leonato, truth it is, good signior. 
Your niece regards me with an eye of favour. 

Le6n, That eye my daughter lent her; 'm most 
true* 

Bened, And I do with an eye of love requite her. 

Leon, The sight whereof, 1 think, you had from mei 
•From Claudio and the prince : But what's your will ? 

Bened, Your answer, sir, is enigmatical : 
But, for my will, ray will is, your good will 
May stand with ours, this day to be conjoined 
In the estate of honourable marriage ; — 
In which, good friar, I shall desire your help. 

Leon. My heart is with your liking. 

Friar. And my help. 
Here comes the prince, and Claudio. 

Enter Don Pedro and Claudio/ 

Leon, We here attend you : Are you yet determined 
To-day to many with my brother's daughter? 

Ckmd. ril hold my mind, were she an Cthiope. 

Leon, Call her forth, brother: Hire's the friar read^ 

[Exit AntoKjjq* 

Pedro. Good-morrow, Benedick : Why, what's tk^ 
matter, 
That you have such a February face. 
So full of frost, of storm, and cloudiness ? 

Claud. I think, he thinks upon the savage bull : 
Tush, fear not, miin, well tip thy horns with gold^ 



BaUr. I amwer.to tkat name! 
e . [Bkatricb mdthe other Ladies mmaik. 

iVhat is your will i • 
• Btned.. Do not yon love me ? ~ 
/^^fintfr*^ Noy no more than reason* 
. Benei. Why, then yocr ifticle, and the prince, and 

Claudio, 
Have been deceived; for they swore you did. 
'. Beatr. Do not you love me ? 
> Bnut^ NOy no more than reason. 
Beatr. Why, then my cousin, Margaret, and Ur- 
sula, 
Are much deceiv*d, for they did swear, you did. 
' Bened. They swore, that you were almost sick for 
mc. 
Beatr. They swore, that you were well nigh dead 

for me. 
Bened. Tis no such matter : — Then, you do not 
love me? 
: Beairt No, truly, but in friendly recompense. 
Leon, Come, cousin, 1 am sure you love the gentle-' 

man. 
Claiid, And Til be sworn upon't, that he luves her; 
For liere's a papier, whtten in his hand, 
A halting sonnet of his own pure brain, 
Fashion'd to Beatrice. 

[Givei the Taper to Bbatrick. 
Hero. And here's another, 
Writ in my cousin's hand, stolen from herpocket. 
Containing her affection unto Benedick. 

[Gives the^ Paper to Beisedick. 
Bened, A miracle !— ^here^ our own bands against 
our hearts ! — Come, I will have thee; but, by this 
light, I take thee for pity. 

Beatr, I would not deny you ; — but, by this good 
day, I yield upon great persuasion ; and, pkrtly, to 
save your life : for I was told, you were in a consump- 
tion. 

B 
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